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oa INTRODUCTION 


Sta 
_ Tue list of things Henry James will not do for you, his reader, is 
a rather forbidding. He will not help you to recall past pleasures nor 
. “picture the fulfillment of your desires; he is even less likely to 
nourish your convictions about politics, the arts, or your family 
and friends. These things, he would feel, are the issue of your art 
—they are your rendering of experience—and he does not wish to 
: be your collaborator. To the readers who insist that fiction do 
these things he has nothing to say. In his view they have put a 
‘high price on their own perceptions and convictions, but they have 
skipped the very process which might make these interesting: they 
have not shown us how they came to render experience in this way, 
nor do they wish to be shown how anyone else has reckoned up 
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g exhibits his mind at play seefthte the framework of the ponteseh 

& situation, yet the effect on the reader never seems arbitrary; on 

3 ‘the contrary, it seems the result of rigorous analysis, because each 

Br - step he takes not only adds to our sense of the situation but makes 
James’ ’s method in tackling it clearer. We can never separate the 

g _ question, What has he done in this story? from the question, How 

. has he done it? 

Beas: _ Everything turns on the “how,” on the manner in which we ad- 

= dress ourselves to the things we see. Some manners or styles are 
less ‘compelling than others. When Mark Twain created Huck 

4 Finn, and Dickens Sam Weller, they made available to us a mode 

a of seeing, of taking life, that we find pleasurable, and the pleasure 

is one we seek to prolong. So the world of boyhood comes to re- 

# _ mind us of Huck’s ways of dealing with men and the river. We are 


By / delighted by Huck’s method, though we seldom reflect that the 
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‘up and used for our own imaginative purposes. May Bartram of ; 
‘The Beast in the Jungle and Morris Gedge of The Birthplace do 7 


we are penned in the fold—the situation he has contrived is a — 
world which may be compared with ours, but it cannot be broken — 


,tion; they seem, curiously enough, to defeat our expectations, to - 
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essence of his method is Mark Twain’s manner. But Henry James * 
does not for a moment permit us the illusion that we can employ — 
his manner. He does not put his characters at our service. He © 
drives us on and on, past barrier after barrier of expectation, until — 
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not answer our expectations, or act as we would in a similar situa- 


Pnseendl them; they supply other reasons for their being than 
those that had Soainred to us. James’s account of the social scene 

is similarly intractable. He does not supply us with usable cee t 
izations about the artist in The Death of the Lion, or about the } 


repatriated American in The Jolly Corner. q 


Some critics have felt that this was a consequence of the ad- 
mirable purity of James’s artistic intention—the intention to treat — 
of the world precisely as his sensibility demanded, never making 
the least concession to the interests or beliefs of others. His exclu- ‘ 
sive devotion to the craft of fiction is thought to have freed him | a 
from the burden of prose conventions associated with particular — 
themes and subject matters. As a technical innovator (the account — 
runs) he needed this freedom; he could not serve the fiction- i 
consuming mob. On the basis of these assumptions James is made _ 
out to be a writer’s saint. This view of James is quite inadequate 4 
if it be taken to suggest that he stood aloof from his readers and | 
invented techniques without reference to a' conception of human 
nature. The emphasis ought to be reversed. James is an innovator | Vg 
because he conceives of human beings in a certain way. Investiga- 
tion of the links between his techniques and his moral view does — 4 
not give us the secret of his genius, but it is an indispensable part 
of any account of its workings. fae 

James not only defeats your expectations and drives you | toward _ 


+ his conclusions; he does so consciously, and this covert struggle — F 


with his reader is the central fact about his fiction. I do not mean ~ 
that he is writing about you, his reader, but that he is always 
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eS aware of the arc Sats separates the reader and himself as both 
__ view the situation in the story or novel. He seeks to diminish that 
arc, so that the end of the story takes place at the moment when 
_ your” position coincides with his. The reader’s initial assumptions 
3 are quite as much the matter of his story as the situation itself. 
_ His prose, no matter what complexity it takes on, reads like the 
F token word because he deeply feels the alegtic character of 
storytelling—almost hears the questions, exclamations, and ob- 

4 jections of the imagined reader. 
___ The Real Thing is both a story and a parable about the process 
Sof undermining our assumptions. Both the artist in the story and 
- the reader are tempted to conclude that “the real thing” is indeed 
what i is required to illustrate a great novel. But James makes it 
very plain that Major and Mrs. Monarch, the models who offer 
themselves, though they are in fact members of the class with 
Daich the novel deals, will not serve to illustrate anything but 
__themselves—they cannot be employed to figure a particular dra- 
matic situation, because they have made themselves general or 
- public persons who cannot be used to suggest perceptions or ac- 
tions not required of week-end visitors to a great house. Their 
‘ pathos is the pathos of nullity; they have succeeded in making 
. themselves indistinguishable from their kind, like second-rate 

works of art. 

_ The artist in the story does not regret having been deceived, 
E tess rather that he has learned something of value. For the author 
pot. this parable, James himself, the capacity to recognize and 
sympathize with such people is of the highest importance. Without 
"this awareness and sympathy he could not write fiction, for he 
aa not know what attitudes held by his readers must be dis- 
solved i in the course of telling a particular story. Major and Mrs. 
4 Se etot arch are fictional cousins of Mr. and Mrs. Everybody, who 


_ Wish to be seen as they see themselves and act as they have always 


eee re ree come. 


5 ac fed. James knows that for most people s stories are, so to “speak, 
¢€ over before they begin; that our desires, habitual judgments, and 
"memories serve to interpret the particular situation without regard 


Bite its particularity, its difference, its interest, and its charm. He is 
ms 7 c } 
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an innovator in fiction chiefly (though not diene) scans he 
speaks i in calculated fashion to each of our blindnesses, and uses 
the b barriers we have. set up, the resistances of the commonplace, : 
as the the ‘material ¢ of his fiction. i 

“The first two stories in this volume have to do with the materials _ 
of fiction and their use. A Bundle of Letters derives its comedy ¢ 
from the fact that people make radically different assumptions — 
about one another. It does not, like the remaining stories, make 4 
use of the fact that the reader is accustomed to think about na- — 
tionality or womanhood or money-making in accord with certain — 4 
conventions or (an important qualification) is accustomed to hear 5 
others discuss these matters in the language of these conventions. — 
The Real Thing does make use of this fact. James is almost ex- 
plicitly training you, his reader, to_read. Like the ideal anthro- +s 
pologist, he has caught the intention 1 of } your gestures, your stylized “ 
responses, and is suggesting that to enter into his fiction you must — P 
be prepared to concede that in the given situation another set of — 
responses. is appropriate. I note that two results of the creative s 
process are emphasized in this parable; / ‘the situation. is. isolated 
so that ra that occurs has significance and_points. all 
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conclusion, the reader is seduced into surrendering. the_as- % 
sumptions. or preconceptions which ‘would make him incapable of — 
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The first of these results is achieved by every master of fiction, 
and if we try, on this basis, to distinguish James from other writ- 
ers, we find ourselves discussing a variety of ways of doing the 
same thing. But the second result, secured through what I have ~ 
aa covert _struggle with his reader,\ distinguishes _James’s M 
metho and accounts. for some of his hig est achievements. (and — 
most of his notable failures). To make his fiction akin to ‘the art. . 
of persuasion James employed a sensitive awareness of the imagi- d 
native climate of his time, a theory about the forces in individuals — 3 
and peoples which had pra this climate, and a set of value judg- — 
ments in accord with his theory. He was subject to a rigid condi- | S 
tion: he must never acknowledge the struggle with the reader, nor 
let the reader discover his intensely American passion for moral 
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“theory a and moral judgment, When, toward the end of his career, 
_ his efforts not to violate this condition became desperate in the 
- face of his ever-mounting moral zeal, he developed an art hyper- 
f.  teophied as to artistry—the “late manner” which has so often been 
| Uspaieage on aesthetic grounds. Attempts to understand this man- 
ner as a development of James’s technique alone have failed be- 
q cause they have not reckoned with the fact that it is an attempt 
. to incorporate in his fiction assertions, not simply ethical, but also 
: theological in character. 
x The reader of this collection may be assured that, although the 
a _ effort to reconcile fiction and persuasion is perennial in James, all 
be the: stories reprinted here show his capacity to control it and 
‘ turn it to fruitful ends. (It would be possible to make a somewhat 
BY inferior collection in which this effort would barely appear.) The 
< Bi irthplace (1903), a relatively late story, and a very great one, 
- exemplifies my chief points: that James’s manner is extraordi- 
a 
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narily compelling and that his capacity to give his situation those 
‘manifold connections and firm outlines which make it a world in 
‘miniature is allied with a capacity to persuade the reader to sub- 
- stitute James’ s moral conclusions for commonplace or conventional 
_ ones. 

Lucidity, ease, force, and a surplusage of glancing lights of sug- 
4 ~ gestion and interconnection inform this story. It appears that 
James has done much that he need not have done to get the story 
told, yet each touch illumines others and the whole has the imagi- 
_ native density found in great poetry. One might say of this story, 
as: of Hamlet or of the Don Juan legend, that it is not the work 
that is difficult of apprehension; it is the theme itself. The theme 
here is nothing less than the splendid mystery of creation. James 
4 exhibits it in such a way that we cannot escape a sense both of 
4 the splendor and the mystery. Moreover, he succeeds in conveying 
_ something about art (a perception which in Proust awaits you 
after reading many volumes)—a sense of its growth out of the 
“soil of the commonplace, out of the very rituals of everyday which 
— to preclude the possibility of delighted discovery. We may 
ink of ‘the story as a great avenue leading toward life from which 












~ 


pene INTRODUCTION 


James has cleared the obstacles. My comments ‘must be brief, but — 


an account of James’s devices for clearing the approach to his 
theme will illustrate much of what has already been said. . 


Morris Gedge and his wife have first of all a fairy-tale success so 
—he is poor but honest, she is.patient and loyal; they seem the 
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very drudges of fiction, conventionally fitted to bear an unex- — 
pected good fortune, which is, moreover, deliciously apt, since it — 


consists not of a mass of money but of a secure recognition of 


their pale intellectual pretensions. The position as custodians and 3 


guides at Shakespeare’s birthplace, offered by Grant-Jackson on 


behalf of the ineffably respectable Body which administers it, ap- a 
pears to afford the very niche which the Gedges have sought all 


their lives. By our pleased response to their good fortune, James 


holds us and proceeds to make us confront a looming anomaly. — 


What can Grant-Jackson, what can Morris Gedge do or be in rela- 
tion to Shakespeare? The hollow booming success and the gray : 
thin failure seem alike unthinkable, except as moths playing in ~ 


the light of his work. But there is another anomaly behind, The 


world is not after all Shakespeare’s to command; it is Grant- _ 


Jackson’s, the Body’s, it belongs to the faceless horde of question- — 
ing trippers who come to chip off bits of Shakespeare for their very _ 
own. So James turns our curiosity about the poet against us—_ 4 
makes us dislike our lust for details which would pin him down ~ 


and make his imagination less overwhelming. It seems best to take, 


as Gedge does, the sternest scholarly view, and despise the ob-_ 
scuring shellwork of legend. Yet is not Shakespeare somewhere? 


Gedge’s vigils in the birthplace convince him and us that he is ~ 


not (though he may be, as Mrs. Hayes says, everywhere). 
Shakespeare has proved not to be an intellectual capital on 


which Gedge can rely, and his awakened “critical sense” begins to _ 


threaten his bread and butter; it appears that it will end by get- 
ting him fired and wholly detaching him from the crowds of visi- 


tors, that is, from humanity at large. He will in fact be farther — 


from Shakespeare than ever, since, though he and Mr. and Mrs. 
Hayes agree that Shakespeare is not a “‘Person,” it is nonetheless 
clear that Shakespeare had somehow recognized the world of per- 





as = ¥ rtd . 
nett F ws 


INTRODUCTION Pest 


sons (a world in which your identity is more important than your 
work) in the act of creating his characters. When the Hayeses re- 
turn they discover that Gedge has achieved his recognition, has 
_ become popular, and is about to get a raise. His. worldly fortune 
is made, and he has in the same breath become a humble fellow to 
the great: poet: he is an artist! At this point some readers are 
_ likely to balk (I have known one or two to refuse to go on) be- 
cause they feel that this is a cheat. How can Gedge take the very 
_ legends which he had earlier found contemptible, the very tourists 
t whom he had earlier despised and turn the first into enthralling 
_ speeches, the second into enthralled listeners? The proper reply is 
of course: What else can any artist take, and whom else can he 
_ get to listen? The experiences we share, the tattered anecdotes 
which pass current among the visitors to Stratford, this is the very 
dross which the artist transmutes into gold. It is not another 
world of which the poet writes, but this one. Grant-Jackson and 
4 his Body have tried hard to turn Shakespeare into a Person, them- 
- selves into personages, but Gedge fools them magnificently by 
_ proving daily that the best thing to do with experience is not to 
make it enhance your sense of prestige (that, after all, is what 
the tourists of the story seem to want of Shakespeare) but to turn 
it into something enduring, into art. It is pleasant to reflect that 
the tourists have been surprised into a salutary submission. 
_ Though they have come to view the remains of the dead Person, 
and enhance their own self-esteem as tourists, they find them- 
"selves confronted by a live artist, who instead of allowing them 
_ to imagine that they have somehow taken possession of Shake- 
_ Speare, captures their imaginations, indeed, takes possession of 
_ them! 
3 ~ Curiously enough, the great event in The Birthplace is not ex- 
"plained, nor, we come to see, is it explicable. How did Gedge 
become an artist? Whence came his style? No one can say. We 
a know that in Shakespeare’s supposed birthplace an artist has in 
fact been born—but we know not how any more than in the case 
‘g of Shakespeare. Gedge, too, humble though he is, abides our ques- 
Re tion, and the great theme, the splendid mystery, remains just that. 
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What this story does tell us is that James’s struggle with the — 
reader, though not characteristic of all his work, is at the heart 4a 
of much of his best work. We find it wherever we find the antithe- ¥ 
sis between the possible uses of experience: that which character- _ 
izes the tourist who has “done” Stratford-on-Avon as against: 7 
Shakespeare’s use of his own experience in his plays. In James’s» “g 
hands this distinction becomes the chief basis for moral discrimi- _ 
nation and expands in significance. It is not simply a basis for x 
judging art; it is primarily a principle governing conduct. How a 
does a man regard his experience? This is the chief question. Tis 
he seeks to possess it, to monopolize it, that is evil; if he seeks to 
give it form, to communicate it, that is good. T have are, as James 
remarks in The Tragic Muse, two “affections,” that which “iso 
lates and simplifies its ebay and that which “seeks communica-_ 
tions and contacts for it.” It is as simple as that, but the ramifica- a 
tions of the principle are endless. a 
. On occasion, and with increasing frequency after the eight " 
airs James elaborated his use of this combined moral and 
aesthetic antithesis into a full-dress account of the nature and — 
_ dynamics of providence, borrowing freely from his father’s psy- 
chology and theology, which the elder Henry James had set forth — 
in such works as Substance and Shadow and Society, the Re- % 
deemed Form of Man. These works are built on an analysis of — 
human nature (recently revived by the novelist, Koestler) as an 
uneasy balance between the self-assertive and the self-transcend- — 
ent aspects of personality. Most of what the elder James has to — 
say is as old as Plato or Saint Augustine, but his scheme of salva- 
tion has certain novel emphases which his son found irresistible. 
Although not in any ordinary sense a religious man, the younger — 
Henry James was clearly not satisfied with an immediate moral — 
judgment as to who, in a particular situation, was displaying his 
self-assertive side or the greedy kind of affection, or, on the other 
hand, who was exhibiting the self-transcendent or selfless love. A — 
single moral triumph is enough of a “moral” for a story, but it 
gives us no assurance of the ultimate value of either selfless love — 
or art. Moreover, in the view of the novelist’s father, all men move a 





fet 


é 
Py) 
@ 





more 5) SO re eae oh Oe, SRAM aaa ie 2 ge = 
es ORO Ta INTRODUCTION xiii 
_ between the poles of selfishness and charity; we are all double, 
: and our triumph in a particular situation does not mean that we 
_ are one of God’s elect. Divine grace, according to the elder James, 
is not conferred on certain individuals but on all alike. It follows 
that salvation must come to society as a whole. 
We may now see why the younger Henry James was prone to 
Jexcept this analysis. It gives to our distinctive use of our experi- 
‘ ence, our manner or style, a peculiar value. Through the exercise 
___ of his art an artist makes his experience part of the consciousness, 
_ indeed we may say, of the conscience, of his society. His achieve- 
Bscat is not that of a person seeking recognition—to seek recog- 
4 nition as a person is foolishly and wickedly to deny your own 
f -doubleness—it is the achievement of the divine love in mankind 
a which will one day succeed in abolishing the idea of particular 
. _ persons altogether. We shall then be like the souls who have re- 
- turned to God in the system of the medieval theologian, Scotus 
_ Erigena: mere points of light in the divine consciousness, or per- 
Bee? (since we retain our style) instruments in a divine orchestra. 
It is now apparent that The Real Thing and The Birthplace are 
4 of central importance in defining Henry James’s moral horizon 
and emphasizing what I am obliged to call the metaphysical role 
which the creative imagination plays in his work. A universe in 
_ which style is the source of all moral discrimination, and in which . 
a the creator i is manifested only through the works.of_his.creatures, 
9 oe a universe which grows, as does Blake’s, through the acts of the 
aa igitiation and in no other way. A detailed examination of this 
) oes system is not necessary here. Its elements are apparent in The 
re Jolly Corner where the distinction between the selfish and selfless 
x Sheds of taking experience which appears in The Birthplace is 
_ rendered as a distinction between two aspects of Spencer Brydon’s 
oi oul. The othe other s self he finds so hateful. had, of course, been in the 
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ing Rae 0, he Jearns to make a selfless use of his experience. 
oa When we note that the struggle takes place in a beautiful mansion, 
we “house of life,” we complete the list of James’s primary symbols, . 
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although a list of their elaborations in this single story would in- | 
volve much exegesis. The two selves, the divine love, and the 


house, the scene of human experience; come straight from the 


elder Henry James, along with much more which the reader of 
The Wings of the Dove and The Golden Bowl must know if _ is 
to understand these novels. 

More important in this place than an account of this system — 
of symbolism is the question of the importance to the reader of 
James’s general moral intention. 

In one obvious sense it is important to him who simply reads 
the stories contained in this volume, for all of them except A 
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Bundle of Letters and The Pupil clearly exhibit James’s use of 
the antithesis we have been discussing. But we may put the ques- — 3 
tion in another way. The reader might ask: Since I will either find. 


his stories interesting because of the felt life and the separate — 


moral judgments they imply, or I will not, and in either case I 


must judge each story as an independent whole, must I, as a 
responsible reader, seek a precise measure of James’s intention? 

F. R. Leavis, the English critic, in commenting on James’s in- 
tention, says two important things on this point. The first has to 
do with the self-sufficiency of a given work. 


The analysis and judgment of works of literary art belongs to the liter- 
ary critic, who zs one in so far as he observes a disciplined relevance in. 
response, comment and determination of significance. He is concerned 
with the work in front of him as something that should contain within 
itself the reason why it is so and not otherwise. 


We will see in a moment under what conditions the critic or reader - 
4 


is free to do this, but I wish, before I go on, to quote Mr. Leavis’s 


| 


wt 


conclusion about the part that James’s general moral intention 


plays in his work: 


The system of symbolism, in short, doesn’t represent the structure of 
interests behind his operative sensibility; it doesn’t belong with his 
creativeness. 


The reader already knows that I find the principles which give 


rise to the system of symbolism to which Mr. Leavis refers, in — 


Li 


4 
e 


~ 


ot Sie _ INTRODUCTION ; ; xv 


_ James’s best work as well as his worst, and that I believe that the 


struggle with the reader—an attempt to find modes of converting 
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us through an aesthetic experience—is observable in the construc- 


tion of James’s stories. I must on these grounds insist that the 
“system of symbolism” and the principles for which it stands do 
somehow belong with James’s creativeness. 
To see how, we must glance at the much-discussed question of 
James’s relation to America. Everyone concedes that, although 
: James spent much of his adult life in Europe, his American traits 
are very important and probably more likely to afford an under- 
_ standing of the character of his work than are the effects of his 
European sojourn. Yet there is much confusion as. to what these 
American traits are. Mr. Leavis feels that when James’s father is 
: influencing him he shows a species of “American optimism.” Ear- 


2 lier discussions have usually begun with a description of the cul- 


_ tural poverty of James’s America, which he has himself described 


in a classic passage in his biography of Hawthorne. I think it 
sounder to begin, not with what his America lacked, but with 


_ what it had, in the persons not simply of his father or Emerson, 


s but in those of his greatest predecessors in American fiction, Haw- 

_ thorne and Melville. What these representative American men of 
.. letters had, whether for good or ill, was an inveterate tendency to 
7 t.. _ play the prophet in the Old Testament sense. With this tendency 
. the “operative sensibility” of both Hawthorne and Melville had 
i a to come to terms if they were to function as creative writers. Mr. 

. Leavis’s critic (or, we may add, a properly disciplined reader), 
schooled i in a literary tradition in which each work must justify 
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simply this: since both writer and critic have been disciplined by 
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itself, tells us that it is illicit to introduce a measure of the artist’s 
_ intention which is derived from the whole body of his work or a 
; judgment of his relation to the American scene when we are en- 

gaged in evaluating a particular work. The unspoken premise is 


igang 


__ previous responses to works of art which fall within a certain tradi- 
tiod, they bring to the acts of creation and response their full 
esocal equipment—in other words both writer and critic share a 
_ system of values, and if the writer has somehow been untrue to 
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the essential elements of this system the critic is ina position to £” 


call him to account. 


What Mr. Leavis fails to perceive is that this moral universe — 


created by the English tradition was not Henry James’s home. He 
was only a visitor there, and much of his best work employs the 
American equivalent for tradition: a general moral intention ex- 
pressed in a system of symbolism, just as in Hawthorne and Mel- 


ville. It was precisely because these three writers felt it necessary _ 


to be prophets that their works must be read in connection with — 


one another. They could not, as Mr. Leavis does, take the values 
expressed in literary tradition for granted. They had somehow to 


announce them. The Scarlet Letter, Moby Dick, and The Portrait — 
of a Lady all aim at schooling and enriching the moral imagina- __ 


tions of their readers; each is part of a prophetic enterprise which 


no one book could singly contain or alone justify. None of these 


writers plays fair in the sense that George Eliot plays fair by re- 


stricting herself to a situation in which the reader i is a fi full partici- 
pant, a moral climate governed by his previous experience, Paar : 


an American, even by Henry James, who was a passionate sith 


discriminating admirer of European fiction. Since these three 


Americans could not assume such a climate they had to find and © 
proclaim its elements for themselves. They may always be charged | : rt 
with having taken it upon themselves to define the very values by — 


which they wished to be judged. But that these American versions 


of tradition lie at the very root of the creative capacity of the 


three, there can, I think, be no question. 


It is no wonder that Henry James does not appear to belong to: : 
this company, for he often gives one the sense that he isa shrewd _ 


and sure judge of the wide range of European manners with which 
he was acquainted; that he needs no hidden sanction for his values 
because his cultural comparisons, subtle and forceful as they are, 


have made him wise and confident in his.wisdom. Without the — 
hypothesis that there were periods when he wrote without refer- 


ence to his own version of tradition—when, that is, he tacitly — 
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oi dibseribed to another tradition, I could not adequately account 


for the books which Mr. Leavis and those who share his view of 
the body of James’s work particularly admire: The Europeans, 
& The Bostonians, Washington Square, and certain others. However, 
q it will not do to define James’s virtues as a writer in a fashion 
which excludes so much of his work, work of the order of The 
Beast in the Jungle, The Birthplace, The Jolly Corner, The Prin- 
a ae cess Casamassima, and so on. These are works which have the 
_ prophetic reference; which to the eyes of the reader of George 
_ Eliot are morally venturesome; which seek to establish within the 
work the very values which the reader is required to use in assess- 
ing its outcome. To say this is to return by a roundabout road to 
the point made at the outset—that the struggle with the reader is 
at the heart of James’s work. 
__ Moreover, it is to a strong though indistinct sense of this side 
of James on the part of contemporary readers that he owes his 
a "present popularity. The critic’s duty has not been fulfilled if he 
fails to recognize the very aspect of the work to which his age 
3 responds. The curious fact is that after thirty years of earnest dis- 
cussion of James as the discoverer and adapter of certain impor- 
ts “tant technical devices in fiction (the point of view, the stream of 
% ‘consciousness, and so on), in short, the creator of his own con- 
_ vention, we have only begun to realize that this sort of innovation 
: _ carries with it a necessary corollary: James is the creator of his 
_ own moral convention as well. The fact that his father provided 
; the psychological skeleton is far less important than the\discovery 
_ made by many quite unsophisticated readers that a story by Henry 
. James carries a burden of conviction about the nature of human: 
: _ values that the Steinbecks and the O’Haras cannot supply. We are 


oi 
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in fact hungrier than we acknowledge; hungry to the point of un- 
_ discriminating excess, for the substance of the moral life. What . 
q pee it be like so to act that each rata each gesture, floated . 
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the world? The texture of the prose of Henry James answers this a 
question. It is the result of just such a passionate absorption and 
conviction. i 
His compelling manner, his capacity for undermining our atti- 
tudes, gives him some of the unmatched authority which nursery = 
tales once had for us; he leaves no loophole for contrast or com- — f 
parison, and makes auch figures as John Marcher momentous be- — 
yond all proportion to their external circumstances. That a writer 
who dealt with characters whose situation is materially so easy, — 
whose manners so readily clear paths for their intelligence, who. * 
so seldom dedicate themselves to ends high, heroic and public, 
should at the same time be a writer who has a radical grasp of Bi 
the problems of human character and destiny is a seeming para- 
dox. James was far ahead of us here. He saw more than halfa 
century ago that if he wished to be a great storyteller, to exercise — % 
a real dominion over the imaginations of his readers, he must a 
avoid the very themes which were coming to the fore in fiction: 
money-making, social reform, the patient exploration of the aver- F 
age, and the celebration of the familiar, and, in general, whatever 4 ; 
circumscribed the possible effects of his work by reinforcing our 
sense of the diminishing importance of individuals. He was as 
anxious as the present-day existentialist to establish the belief that 
‘men create themselves by their acts, and he saw that it would be 
fatal to occupy himself with those contemporary figures who were, - 
in the eyes of his readers, finished products, told stories, parts of B: 
the great romance of the commonplace of which the newspapers 
tell us at breakfast. Since persons of cultivation and intelligence = 
might be thought capable of facing their problems directly, be-— * 
cause they were not caught up in a largely impersonal world, vy r 
James chose to write about such persons: the world he takes us 
into is one in which people are wholly responsible for what they — 
do or fail to do, and in which artistic accomplishment contributes 4 
to the growth of moral order. The crux of the moral convention = 
which rules this world is, as we have noted, simply our accounta- 
bility for our experience. What, in the end, have we made of it? 
This is the bitter question which John Marcher must answer in — 
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I should hardly maintain. It may very well be worse. What must 
Db nderstood if we wish to evaluate James and establish his posi- 
tion in literature is that his moral convention and his technical 
_ innovations are two sides of the same coin: the story that is freshly 
told has, for its readers, a fresh moral insight. In examining 
: _ James's position we cannot stay within the bounds of the English 
Eat radition i in fiction, or content ourselves with comparisons based” 
0 n fiction alone. We must find comparisons which will set James’s 
‘ Funiverse i in a clearer light. Dante, Bunyan, Blake, and Haw- 
thorne may help us to dispel the provincial notion that the poet 
Ww ho writes of our world shares our convictions about it. James was 
moved to create his own version of tradition by American circum- 
nces, but the body of his work is not provincial, except in the 
that he occupies, as do the writers I have named, one of the 
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Henry James was born in New York in 1843. His father was in- 
: eee ndently wealthy and had no profession. The elder James’s 
potion was theology, nage! homemade, and he was inca- 


nrolled in the Harvard Law School in 1862. At about this time 
suffered an injury while fighting a fire. Thus service in the Civil — 
lar was impossible. He had little interest in the law. In these 
a umstances his “visiting mind” took command, and he became 
- a-writer, publishing reviews and stories in the Atlantic Monthly 
ee and elsewhere. By the time of his first adult journey to Europe 
(1869) he had a modest reputation. His letters during this trip 
= flect a passionate response to Europe, which a second visit 
72-1874) deepened and confirmed. He was persuaded that he 
Id work best abroad, and in 1875 took up his residence there; 
st in Paris where he knew Turgenev, Flaubert, and Zola, ae 
the in London. Here and in Sussex he lived the greater part of 
et he remainder of his life, although he was to visit America four 
imes and often spent a part of the year on the Continent. His first 
feenitial novel, Roderick Hudson, was published in 1877; the . 
earance of hie Miller i in 1879 brought him fame. oe 
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ticity which so nearly fills the days of most men he never had. He 
was literally a devoted man who buried the meaning of his life in 


his art. The visit to America which gave rise to The American 


Scene took place in 1904 and 1905. It marks a period, for he after- 


ward undertook to revise and comment on the body of his work — 


for the New York edition. But although he completed no more 


novels and did nothing on the scale of his last ambitious triad, 
The Ambassadors, The Wings of the Dove, and The Golden Bowl, — 


he continued to do extraordinary stories, and to tinker with play 


writing, which, in the period 1889-1895, had taken altogether too — 
much of his supremely valuable time. The first World War came 


as a terrible fulfillment of many of his insights and fears, and it 


was with indignation over the American failure to enter it at the — 
outset that he became a British subject in 1915. He died in 1916. _ 
Among the recent works which treat the life of Henry James ~ 


the most interesting and useful are F. O. Matthiessen’s The James 
Family (New York: 1947) and Simon Nowell-Smith’s The Legend 


of the Master: Henry James (New York: 1948). Biographies of — 
James are promised by Frederick W. Dupee and Léon Edel. Ralph 


gers > 


Barton Perry’s great biography of the novelist’s brother, The 
Thought and Character of William James, and the journal of his — 


sister, Alice, published as Alice James: Her Brothers—Her Jour- 


nal (New York: 1934), have valuable references to the novelist. 
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; ry The stories in this volume follow the text of The Novels and 
_ Tales of Henry James (New York: 1907-1917, 26 vols.). James’s 























(New York: 1934). A second collected edition contains additional 
_ stories and novels which James failed to include in the carefully 
_ revised first (“New York”) edition (London: 1921-1923, 35 
_ yols.). James’s important book on America, The American Scene 
4 (1907) was reissued (New York: 1946). The Letters of Henry 
- James (New York: 1920, 2 vols.) was edited by Percy Lubbock. 

A Small Boy and Others (1913) and Notes of a Son and Brother 
914) contain reminiscences of James’s childhood and early ma- 
ity. The Notebooks of Henry James was edited by F. O. Mat- 


dited by Léon Edel (New York: 1949). Henry James: Represen- 
‘ative Selections ... , edited by Lyon N. Richardson (New 
rk: 1941), contains a useful bibliography, which may be sup- 
mented by reference to the bibliography in the third volume of 


Dupee’s anthology of criticism of Henry James, The Question of 
Henry James (New York: 1945). Among the most interesting 
ys in this collection are those by William Dean Howells, T. S. 
Percy Lubbock, Joseph Warren Beach, and Edmund Wilson. 
he reader approaching Henry James for the first time I espe- 
y recommend Lionel Trilling’s “Introduction” to The Princess 
massima (New York: 1948, 2 vols.) and R. P. Blackmur’s 
ficult but informative chapter on James in the second volume 
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- Screw and The Lesson of the Master, and The Wings of the Dove ss : 


_. Rinehart Editions series, with an introduction by Joseph Warr 


-lections edited by F. O. Matthiessen: Stories of Writers and Art. 3 

















ane the Function of Chticisn me anoled ti in the Tatfodetion to 
volume, appeared in the English journal Scrutiny (Spring, 19 
The present editor’s preliminary account of James as a mora 
and of the relation of his work to his father’s theology, was p 
lished in The Kenyon Review (Autumn, 1946). 
Although James is beginning to be reprinted, much of his wo ork 
is still hard to obtain. The Portrait of a Lady, The Turn of theo 


appear in the Modern Library. The American may be had in t 


Beach. Daisy Miller is available in a number of anthologies. z 
Bostonians was reissued (New York: 1945). The Ambassadors 
also in print (Harper’s Modern Classics). Philip Rahv has ed 
a useful collection, The Great Short Novels of Henry James (Ne 


York: 1944). Other stories and novels are to be found in two co - 


ists (New York: 1944) and The American Novels and Stories o af 
Henry James (New York: 1947). Léon Edel has gathered together 
The Ghostly Tales of Henry James (Brunswick, N. J.: 1948). T. a 3 
fullest collection of stories, edited by Clifton Fadiman, is The a 
Short Stories of Henry James in the Modern Library. 
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FROM MISS MIRANDA HOPE IN PARIS 
TO MRS. ABRAHAM C. HOPE AT BANGOR, MAINE — 


September 5 1879. 


ctations. There tite a great many unreasonable ones, as I sup- — 
you know—not yours, dear mother, for I’m bound to say that 
never required of me more than was natural. You see you're 
ing your reward: I write to you before I write to any one else. » 
There’ s one thing I hope—that you don’t show any of my let-. ~ 
s to William Platt. If he wants to see any of my letters he. 


hese letters, written for sreslation’t in the family, for anything 
world. lf he wants one for himself he has got to write to me “ 


a 


ng more Tilt never write to you aghinta 

told you in my last about my farewell to England, my cross- — 
e Channel and my first impressions of Paris. I’ve thought 
eat deal about that lovely England since I left it, and all the 
us mo scenes I visited ; but I’ve come to the conclusion 
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ti SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES oo. 
/ tion of woman doesn’t seem to me at all satisfactory, and that’s — 3 
‘sa point, you know, on which I feel very strongly. It seems to me 4 

that in England they play a very faded-out part, and those with | 

whom I conversed had a kind of downtrodden tone, a spiritless 


_and even benighted air, as if they were used to being snubbed 
and bullied and as if they liked it, which made me want to give 
them a good shaking. There are a great many people—and a great 
many things too—over here that I should like to get at for that 
purpose. I should like to shake the starch out of some of them and 
the dust out of the others. I know fifty girls in Bangor that come 
much more up to my notion of the stand a truly noble woman 
should take than those young ladies in England. But they had 
the sweetest way of speaking, as if it were a second nature, and = 
the men are remarkably handsome. (You can show that to Wil- 
liam Platt if you like.) a 

I gave you my first impressions of Paris, which quite came up Re 
to my expectations, much as I had heard and read about it. The 
objects of interest are extremely numerous, and the climate re- 
markably cheerful and sunny. I should say the position of woman 
here was considerably higher, though by no means up to the Amer- 
ican standard. The manners of the people are in some respects __ 
extremely peculiar, and|I feel at last that I’m indeed in foreign 
parts. It is, however, a truly elegant city (much more majestic 

‘than New York) and I’ve spent a great deal of time in visiting the 
various monuments and palaces. I won’t give you an account of 
all my wanderings, though I’ve been most indefatigable; for, I’m 
keeping, as I told you before, a most exhaustive journal,) which 
Tl allow you the privilege of reading on my return to Bangor. | _ 
I’m getting on remarkably well, and I must say I’m sometimes 
surprised at my universal good fortune; It only shows what a little 
Bangor energy and gumption will accomplish wherever applied. 3 

~~ 





I’ve discovered none of those objections to a young lady travel- 
ling in Europe by herself of which, we heard so much before I 
left, and I don’t expect I ever shall, for I certainly don’t mean to 
look for them. I know what I want and I always go straight for it. 

I’ve received a great deal of politeness—some of it really most _ 
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bs _ pressing, and have experienced no drawbacks whatever. I’ve made 
¢ a great many pleasant acquaintances in travelling round—both 
a fee and gentlemen—and had a great many interesting and 
¥ open-hearted, if quite informal, talks. I’ve collected a great many 
remarkable facts—I guess we don’t know quite everything at 
2 Bangor—for which I refer you to my journal. I assure you my 
; journal’s going to be a splendid picture of an earnest young life. | 
_ \I do just exactly as I do in Bangor, and I find I do perfectly right.| 
/* any rate I don’t care if I don’t. I didn’t come to Europe to lead 
a merely conventional society life: I could do that at Bangor. You 
4% know I never would do it at Bangor, so it isn’t likely I’m going to 
worship false gods over here. So long as I accomplish what I de- 
t sire and make my money hold out I shall regard the thing as a 
iL success.|S |Sometimes I feel rather lonely, especially evenings; \but I 
4 generally manage to interest myself in something or in some one. 
_I mostly read up, evenings, on the objects of interest I’ve visited 
- during the day, or put in time on my journal. Sometimes I go to 
[ the theatre or else play the piano in the public parlour. The public 
_ parlour at the hotel isn’t much; but the piano’s better than that 
fearful old thing at the Bhan House. Sometimes I go down- 
- stairs and talk to the lady who keeps the books—a real French 
lady, who’s remarkably polite. She’s very handsome, though in 
4 the peculiar French way, and always wears a black dress of the 
i ‘most beautiful fit. She speaks a little English; she tells me she had 
to learn it in order to converse with the Americans who come in 
“such numbers to this hotel. She has given me lots of points on the 
r. position of woman in France, and seems to think that on the whole 
\ there’ 's hope. But she has told me at the same time some things I 
“shouldn’t like to write to you—I’m hesitating even about putting © 
r. ‘them into my journal—especially if my letters are to be handed 
4 - round i in the family. I assure nan A appear to talk about things 
here ‘that we never think of mentioning at Bangor, even to our- 
selves or to our very closest; and it has struck me that|people are 
q -closer—to each pineiecdown in Maine than seems mostly to be 
7. _ expected here’ This bright-minded lady appears at any rate to 
4% ‘think she can tell me everything because I’ve told her I’m trav- 
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_ live in a French family—which however is nice too. This place is 
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elling for general culture. Well, I do want to know. so aie that > 
it seems sometimes as if I wanted to know most everything; and j 
yet I guess there are some things that don’t count for improve-_ @ 
ment. But as a general thing everything’s intensely interesting; pe q 
4 
4 


a 


don’t mean only everything this charming woman tells me, but 
everything I see and hear for myself. I guess I'll come out where ~ 
I want. * 

I meet a great many Americans who, as a general thing, I must 
say, are not so polite to me as the people over here. The people 4 
over here—especially the gentlemen—are much more what I _ 
‘should call almost oppressively attentive. I don’t know whether 4 
Beacticais are more truly sincere; I haven’t yet made up my mind ~ 6 
about that. The only drawback I experience is when Americans — 
sometimes express surprise that I should be ee round — 
alone; so you see it doesn’t come from Europeans. | ‘I always have = 
my answer ready: ‘For general culture, to acquire the languages . 
and to see Europe for myself”; and ise generally seems to calm — 
them. Dear mother, my money holds out very well, and it is real 4 
interesting. aa) 
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FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME 
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SincE I last wrote to you I’ve left that nice hotel and come to — :. 


we 


a kind of boarding-house that’s at the same time a kind of school; ‘e 
only it’s not like an American boarding-house, nor like an Ameri- 
can school either. There are four or five people here that haven F 
come to learn the language—not to take lessons, but to have an 
opportunity for conversation. I was very glad to come to such a j 
place, for I had begun to realise that I wasn’t pressing onward — 
quite as I had dreamed with the French. Wasn’t I going to feel a 
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SO much of French conversation, and I found I wasn’t having 
much more opportunity to practise it than if I had remained at 
Bangor. In fact I used to hear a great deal more at Bangor from 
those French-Canadians who came down to cut the ice than I saw 
_ I should ever hear at that nice hotel where there was no struggle 
—some. fond struggle being my real atmosphere. The lady who 
kept the books seemed to want so much to talk to me in English 
(for the sake of practice, too, I suppose—she kind of yearned 
3 ‘to struggle too: we don’t yearn only down in Maine) that I 
_ couldn’t bear to show her I didn’t like it. The chambermaid was 


7 Bi ench spoken. I suppose you might hear a great deal in the 

ca but as I don’t buy anything—I prefer to spend my money 
Chrys e been thinking some of taking a eutiee ae am well 

i 

PP eirtated with the grammar already, and over here in Europe 


3 ess forward. The more you strike out and realise your power 
_the less they’ve got to teach you. I was a good deal troubled any- 


Pony 


‘= least got a general idea of French conversation. The theatre gives 
\d deal to the brightest places of amusement. I find no diffi-\ 


ated with the politeness which, as I’ve mentioned—for I want 
3 u to feel happy about that—I encounter everywhere from the 
est people. I see plenty of other ladies alone (mostly French) 
d they generally seem to be enjoying themselves as much as I. 

ly on the stage every one talks so fast that I can scarcely make 
sions which it’s unnecessary to learn. But it was this experi- 
CO nevertheless that put me on the track. The very next day 
er I wrote to you last I went to the Palais Royal, which is one 





ned to have spent two months in Paris and not to have — 
red more insight into the language? I had always heard | 


teachers don’t seem to think it’s really in their interest to let you 


ou a good deal of insight, and as I told you in my last I goa,- 


ow, for I felt as if I didn’t want to go away without having at | 


ty whatever in going to such places alone, and am always \ 


y, 


t what they say; and, besides, there are a great many vulgar ex-~ 


a principal theatres in Paris. It’s very: small but very cele- 
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brated, and in my guide-book it’s marked with two stars, which 
is a sign of importance attached only to first-class objects of in- 
terest. But after I had been there half an hour I found I couldn’t 
understand a single word of the play, they gabbled it off so fast 
and made use of such peculiar expressions. I felt a good deal dis- 
appointed and checked—I saw I wasn’t going to come out where I 
had dreamed. But while I was thinking it over—thinking what I 
would do—I heard two gentlemen talking behind me. It was be- 
tween the acts, and I couldn’t help listening to what they said. 
They were talking English, but I guess they were Americans. 

“Well,” said one of them, “it all depends on what you’re after. 
I’m after French; that’s what I’m after.” 

“Well,” said the other, “I’m after Art.” ‘ 

“Well,” said the first, “I’m after Art too; but I’m after French 
most.” ed 

Then, dear mother, I’m sorry to say the second one swore a 
little. He said “Oh damn French!” 

“No, I won’t damn French,” said his friend. “I’l] acquire it— 
that’s what I'll do with it. I'll go right into a family.” 

“What family’ll you go into?” ‘ 

“Into some nice French family. That’s the only way to do— 
to go to some place where you can talk. If you’re after Art you 
‘ want to stick to the galleries; you want to go right through the | 
Louvre, room by room; you want to take a room a day, or some- 
thing of that sort. But if you want to acquire French the thing 
is to look out for some family that has got—and they mostly have — 
—more of it than they’ve use for themselves. How can they have © P 
use for so much as they seem to have to have? They’ve got to work 
it off. Well, they work it off on you. There are lots of them that _ 
take you to board and teach you. My second cousin—that young 
lady I told you about—she got in with a crowd like that, and they 
posted her right up in three months. They just took her right in 
and let her have it—the full force. That’s what they do to you; 
they set you right down and they talk at you. You’ve got to under- 
stand them or perish—so you strike out in self-defence; you can’t 
help yourself. That family my cousin was with has moved away 
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re somewhere, or I should try and get in with them. They were real 
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__ live people, that family; after she left my cousin corresponded 
< with them in French. You’ve got to do that too, to make much 
real head. But I mean to find some other crowd, if it takes a lot 
_ of trouble!” 
___ I listened to all this with great interest, and when he spoke 
_ about his cousin I was on the point of turning around to ask him 
f the address of the family she was with; but the next moment he 
said they had moved away, so I sat still. The other gentleman, 
4 however, didn’t seem to be affected in the same way as I was. 
“Well,” he said, “you may follow up that if you like; I mean 
to follow up the pictures. I don’t believe there’s ever going to be 
4 any considerable demand in the United States for French; but I 
can promise you that in about ten years there'll be a big demand 
for Art! And it won’t be temporary either.” " 
_ That remark may be very true, but I don’t care anything about 
_ the demand; I want to know French for its own sake. “Art for 
art,” they say; but I say French for French. I don’t want to think 
[ve been all this while without having gained an insight... . 
The very next day, I asked the lady who kept the books at the 
hotel whether she knew of any family that could take me to board 
and give me the benefit of their conversation. She instantly threw 
her hands with little shrill cries—in their wonderful French Vv 
yay, you know—and told me that her dearest friend kept a regu- 
- place of that kind. If she had known I was looking out for 
a place she would have told me before; she hadn’t spoken 
herself because she didn’t wish to injure the hotel by working 
e off on another house. She told me this was a charming family 
Sa 10 had often received American ladies—and others, including 
_ three Tahitans—who wished to follow up the language, and she 
was sure I’d fall in love with them. So she gave me their address 
offered to go with me to introduce me. But I was in such a-- 
y that I went off by myself and soon found them all right. 
y were sitting there as if they kind of expected me, and 
wouldn’t scarcely let me come round again for my baggage. They 
2d to have right there on hand, as those gentlemen of the 
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theatre said, plenty of what I was after, and I now feel there'll . 
be no trouble about that. a 
I came here to stay about three days ago, and by this time Tv e q 
quite worked in. The price of board struck me as rather high, but : 
I must remember what a chance to press onward it includes. I’ve 
a very pretty little room—without any carpet, but with seven 
mirrors, two clocks and five curtains. I was rather disappoiieaan 
however, after I arrived, to find that there are several other Amer- 
icans here—all also bent on pressing onward. At least there are 
three American and two English pensioners, as they call them, as — 4 
well as a German gentleman—and there seems nothing backward — 
aie him. ¥ shouldn’t wonder if we’d make a regular class, with | 
“moving up” and moving down; anyhow I guess I won’t be at the 
foot, but I’ve not yet time to widae! I try to talk with Madame de> 
Maisonrouge all I can—she’s the lady of the house, and the real “ 
family consists only of herself and her two daughters. They’ reg 
bright enough to give points to our own brightest, and I guess we'll 
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become quite intimate. I'll write you more about everything in ; 
my next. Tell William Platt I don’t care a speck what he does. 4 
Il a 
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FROM MISS VIOLET RAY IN PARIS 1 

TO MISS AGNES RICH IN NEW YORK Bs 

. 4 
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We wap hardly got here when father received a telegram saying 4 


he would have to come right back to New York. It was for some- 
thing about his business—I don’t know exactly what; you know ; 
I never understand those things and never want to. We had just — 
got settled at the hotel, in some charming rooms, and mother and _ 
I, as you may imagine, were greatly annoyed. Father’s extremely 
‘ es as you. know, and his first idea, as soon as he found — 14 
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val have | to go ack, was that we should go back with him. 


stand ‘that we oecilatt badex from Paris ae aad mis rather be 
chopped into small pieces than cross that squalid sea again. So 
t he decided to go back alone and to leave us here for three 
5: onths. Only, to show you how fussy he is, he refused to let. us» 
ay at the hotel and insisted that. we should go into a family. I | 
wt know what put such an idea into his head unless it was some 
vertisement that he saw in one of the American papers that are 

ished here. Don’t think you can escape from them anywhere. 
re are families here who receive American and English peo- 
ive with them under the pretence of teaching them French. 
ay imagine what people they are—I mean the families 
\ ves. But the Americans who choose this peculiar manner » 
Es ng Paris must be actually just as bad. Mother and I were 
orrified—we declared that main force shouldn’t remove us from 
otel. But father has a way of arriving at his ends which s 
ffective than violence. He worries and goes on; he “nags,” 
used to say at school; and when mother and I are quite worn 
sone his triumph is assured. Mother’s more quickly ground 
than I, and she ends by siding with father; so that at last 
sy combine their forces against poor little me I’ve nat- 
to succumb. You should have heard the way father went 
ut this “family” plan; he talked to every one he saw about 
sed to go round to the banker’s and talk to the people there - 
people i in the post-office; he used to try and exchange ideas 
_ with the waiters at the hotel. He said it would be more 
re respectable, more economical; that I should pick up 


: ench; that ‘mother would learn how a French household’s 
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conducted; that he should feel more easy, and that we ourselves — 
should enjoy it when we came to see. All this meant nothing, but 


a 


that made no difference. It’s positively cruel his harping on our ; 
pinching and saving when every one knows that business in Amer-_ 
ica has completely recovered, that the prostration’s all over and > 


that immense fortunes are being made. We’ve been depriving our- — 


selves of the commonest necessities for the last five years, and I 


supposed we came abroad to reap the benefits of it. 
As for my French it’s already much better than that of nds 
of our helpless compatriots, who are all unblushingly destitute — 


of the very rudiments. (I assure you I’m often surprised at my — 
own fluency, and when I get a little more practice in the circum- - 
flex accents and the genders and the idioms I shall quite hold my ~ 
own.) To make a long story short, however, father carried his — 
point as usual; mother basely deserted me at the last moment, — 
and after holding out alone for three days I told them to do with — 


me what they would. Father lost three steamers in succession 
by remaining in Paris to argue with me. You know he’s like the 


a 


schoolmaster in Goldsmith’s “Deserted Village”—“e’en though — 
vanquished” he always argues still. He and mother went to look — 
at some seventeen families—they had got the addresses some- — 
where—while I retired to my sofa and would have nothing to do. 
with it. At last they made arrangements and I was transported, as — 


in chains, to the establishment from which I now write you. I ad- 


dress you from the bosom of a Parisian ménage—from the a . 
t 


of a second-rate boarding-house. 


Father only left Paris after he had seen us what he calls com- — 


fortably settled here and had informed Madame de Maisonrouge’ 


—the mistress of the establishment, the head of the ‘“family”— 
that he wished my French pronunciation especially attended to. 
The pronunciation, as it happens, is just what I’m most at home — 
in; if he had said my genders or my subjunctives or my idioms — 
there would have been some sense. But poor father has no native — 
tact, and this deficiency has become flagrant since we’ve been in — 
Europe. He’ll be absent, however, for three months, and mother | 


and I shall breathe more freely; the situation will be less tense. — 
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Bist nantes that we breathe more freely than I expected in this 
place, where we've been about a week. I was sure before we came 
that it would prove to be an establishment of the lowest descrip- 
tion; but I must say that in this respect I’m agreeably disap- 
pointed. The French spirit is able to throw a sort of grace even 
over a swindle of this general order. Of course it’s very disagree- 
able to live with strangers, but as, after all, if I weren’t staying 
with Madame de Maisonrouge I shouldn’t be vautrée in the 
Faubourg Saint-Germain, I don’t know that from the point of view 
of exclusiveness I’m much the loser. 

_ Our rooms are very prettily arranged and the table’s remark- 
ably good. Mamma thinks the whole thing—the place and the 
people, the manners and customs—very amusing; but mamma 
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can be put off with any imposture. As for me, you know, all that I> 


ask i is to be let alone and not to have people’s society forced upon / 


me. I’ve never wanted for society of my own choosing, and, so 
long as I retain possession of my faculties, I don’t suppose I ever 
shall. As I said, however, the place seems to scramble along, and 
I succeed in doing as I please, which, you know, is my most 
: herished pursuit. Madame de Maisonrouge has a great deal of 
act—much more than poor floundering father. She’s what they 
call here a grande belle femme, which means that she’s high- 









‘shouldered and short-necked and literally hideous, but with a cer- — 


tain quantity of false type. She has a good many clothes, some 
r ather bad; but a very good manner—only one, and worked to 
death, but farended to be of the best. Though she’s a very good 
imitation of a femme du monde I never see her behind the dinner- 
table i in the evening, never see her smile and bow and duck as the 
people come in, really glaring all the while at the dishes and the 
"servants, without thinking of a dame de comptoir blooming in a 
corner of a shop or a restaurant. I’m sure that in spite of her beau 

nom she was once a paid book-keeper. I’m also sure that in spite 
of h her smiles and the pretty things she says to every one, she hates 


us all and would like to murder us. She is a hard clever French- — 


“woman who would like to amuse herself and enjoy her Paris, and | 
she ‘maust be furious at having to pass her time grinning at speci- 
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“compatriots and of still more beloved Englanders. Ther 
\ Englander with his sister, and they seem rather decent. H 
. markably handsome, but excessively affected and patronis 


‘them’s al young man from Boston—an esthetic young man 


~T’ve been three times to Clémentine about your underskirt etc. 

















pleasant little Frenchman—when they’re nice they’re charmi 
—and a German doctor, a big blond man who looks like a gre 
white bull; and two Americans besides mother and me. On 





talks about its tas ‘a real Corot day,” and a young wom 


ever iene ineted: she’s elie too horrible and too ‘hun t 
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FROM LOUIS LEVERETT IN PARIS 
TO HARVARD TREMONT IN BOSTON 


My dear Harvard. 


and I only vent I shouldn’t a done it before It’s hum: 
ture, after all, that’s the most interesting thing in the w 
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ls itself truly earnest seeker. There’s a want of 


r countrymen are content to lead in this strange rich elder 
Jd, and I was distressed to find how far I myself had been led 
f ng the dusty beaten track. I had, however, constantly wanted 
to turn aside into more unfrequented ways—to plunge beneath ~~ 
_ the surface and see what I should discover. But the opportunity 
had always been missing; somehow I seem never to meet those 
ortunities that we hear about and read about—the things that 
happen to people in novels and biographies. And yet I’m always 
on the watch to take advantage of any opening that may present 
itself; I’m always looking out for experiences, for sensations—I 
t almost say for adventures. 
e great thing is to live, you know—to feel, to be conscious 
e’s possibilities; not to pass through life mechanically and 
ensibly, even as a letter through the post-office. There are 
es, my dear Harvard, when I feel as if I were really capable 
everything—capable de tout, as they say here—of the greatest 
esses as well as the greatest heroism. Oh to be able to say that 
ne has lived—gu’on a vécu, as they say here—that idea exer- 

es an indefinable attraction for me. You'll perhaps reply that 
ing’s easier than to say it! Only the thing’s to make people 
you—to make above all one’s self. And then I don’t want 





































ves a trace—that leaves strange scars and stains, ineffable rev- 
eries and aftertastes, behind it! But I’m afraid I shock you, per- 
haps even frighten you. 

'f you repeat my remarks to any of the West Cedar Street circle 
ure you tone them down as your discretion will suggest. For 
rself you’ll know that I have always had an intense desire to. 
_ something of real French life. You’re acquainted with my great 
pathy with the French; with my natural tendency to enter 


ciousness. I sympathise with the artistic temperament; I re- 
member you used sometimes to hint to me that you thought my — 
own temperament Zoo artistic. I don’t consider that in Boston — 
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ness in that life of hotels and railroad-trains which somany _ 


second-hand spurious sensations; I want the knowledge that.’ 


heir so supremely fine exploitation of the whole personal 
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there’s any real sympathy with the artistic temperament; we tend 


to make everything a matter of right and wrong. And in Boston | 


one can’t live—on ne peut pas vivre, as they say here. I don’t 
mean one can’t reside—for a great many people manage that; but 
one can’t live esthetically—I almost venture to say one can’t live 
sensuously. This is why I’ve always been so much drawn to the 
French, who are so esthetic, so sensuous, so entirely living. ’m 


iy 
«! 

y 
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so sorry dear Théophile Gautier has passed away; I should have ~ 


liked so much to go and see him and tell him all I owe him. He 
was living when I was here before; but, you know, at that time I 
was travelling with the Johnsons, who are not esthetic and who 
used to make me feel rather ashamed of my love and my need of 
beauty. If I had gone to see the great apostle of that religion I 
should have had to go clandestinely—en cachette, as they say 
here; and that’s not my nature; I like to do everything frankly, 
freely, naivement, au grand jour. That’s the great thing—to be 
free, to be frank, to be naif. Doesn’t Matthew Arnold say that 


/ somewhere—or is it Swinburne or Pater? 
When I was with the Johnsons everything was superficial, and, 


as regards life, everything was brought down to the question of 
right and wrong. They were eternally didactic; art should never 


be didactic; and what’s life but the finest of arts? Pater has said — 


that so well somewhere. With the Johnsons I’m afraid I lost. 
many opportunities; the whole outlook or at least the whole me- 
dium—of feeling, of appreciation—was grey and cottony, I might 
almost say woolly. Now, however, as I tell you, I’ve determined 
to take right hold for myself; to look right into European life and 


judge it without Johnsonian prejudices. I’ve taken up my resi- — | 


dence in a French family, in a real Parisian house. You see I’ve 
the courage of my opinions; I don’t shrink from carrying out my 
theory that the great thing is to live. 


You know I’ve always been intensely interested in Balzac, who . 


never shrank from the reality and whose almost lurid pictures 
of Parisian life have often haunted me in my wanderings through 
the old wicked-looking streets on the other side of the river. I’m 


wy ft 
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only sorry that my new friends—my French family—don’t live 
in the old city, au coeur du vieux Paris, as they say here. They 
live only on the Boulevard Haussmann, which is a compromise, 
but in spite of this they have a great deal of the Balzac tone. Ma-», 
dame de Maisonrouge belongs to one of the oldest and proudest — 
families in France, but has had reverses which have compelled her 
to open an establishment in which a limited number of travellers, 
who are weary of the beaten track, who shun the great caravan- 
series, who cherish the tradition of the old French sociability— 
she explains it herself, she expresses it so well—in short to open a 
_ “select” boarding-house. I don’t see why I shouldn’t after all use 
$ that expression, for it’s the correlative of the term pension bour- 
 geoise, employed by Balzac in “Le Pére Goriot.” Do you remem- 
ber the pension bourgeoise of Madame Vauquer née de Conflans? 
_ But this establishment isn’t at all like that, and indeed isn’t bour- 
_ geois at all; I don’t quite know how the machinery of selection 
operates, but we unmistakeably feel we’re select. T he Pension Vau- 
quer was dark, brown, sordid, graisseuse; but this is in quite a 
_ different tone, with high, clear lightly-draped windows and several 
rather good Louis Seize pieces—family heirlooms, Madame de 
_ Maisonrouge explains. She recalls to me Madame Hulot—do you 
remember “Ja belle Madame Hulot”?—in “Les Parents Pauvres.” 
She has a great charm—though a little artificial, a little jaded 
and faded, with a suggestion of hidden things in her life. But I’ve 
_ always been sensitive to the seduction of an ambiguous fatigue. _ 
$ ; - [’m rather disappointed, I confess, in the society I find here; 
a “it isn’t so richly native, of so indigenous a note, as I could, 
have desired. Indeed, to tell the truth, it’s not native at 
all; though on the other hand it is furiously cosmopolite, and 
%. that speaks to me too at my hours. We’re French and we’re Eng- 
lish; we’re American and we’re German; I believe too there are 
-. some Spaniards and some Hungarians expected. I’m much inter-» 
ested in the study of racial types; in comparing, contrasting, seiz- /— 
ing the strong points, the weak points, in identifying, however” 
- muffled by social hypocrisy, the sharp keynote of each. It’s in- 
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“are cold, slim, sexless; the physique’s not generous, not abundant; 


G > arty 4 
bis ane ok ve 


Lye & CU Ae ease eee <P 
P Are ; CS ee tt. 
< . 4 f 


¥ 






4650 - SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES 
teresting to shift one’s point of view, to despoil one’s self of one’s 4 
idiotic prejudices, to enter into strange exotic ways of looking at 
life. 4 

The American types don’t, I much regret to say, make a strong, d 
or rich affirmation, and, excepting my own (and what is my own, ~ 
dear Harvard, I ask you?) are wholly negative and feminine. 
We're thin—that I should have to say it! we’re pale, we’re poor, 
we're flat. There’s something meagre about us; our line is wanting — : 
in roundness, our composition in richness. We lack temperament; 
we don’t know how to live; nous ne savons pas vivre, as they say 
here. The American temperament is represented—putting myself De 
aside, and I often think that my temperament isn’t at all Ameri- 
can—by a young girl and her mother and by another young girl - 
without her mother, without either parent or any attendant or 
appendage whatever. These inevitable creatures are more or less 
in the picture; they have a certain interest, they have a certain 
stamp, but they’re disappointing too: they don’t go far; they don’t 
keep all they promise; they don’t satisfy the imagination. They 


it’s only the drapery, the skirts and furbelows—that is I mean in ; 
the young lady who has her mother—that are abundant. They’re 
~ rather different—we have our little differences, thank God: one of 
them all elegance, all “paid bills” and extra-fresh gants de Suéde, — 
from New York; the other a plain pure clear-eyed narrow-chested 
straight-stepping maiden from the heart of New England. And 
yet they’re very much alike too—more alike than they would care 
to think themselves; for they face each other with scarcely dis- _ 
guised opposition and disavowal. They’re both specimens of the 
practical positive passionless young thing as we let her loose on ~ 
the world—and yet with a certain fineness and knowing, as you — 
please, either too much or too little. With all of which, as I say, 
they have their spontaneity and even their oddity; though no 
more mystery, either of them, than the printed circular thrust into 
your hand on the street-corner. ‘s 
The little New Yorker’s sometimes very amusing; she asks me _ 
if every one in Boston talks like me—if every one’s as “‘intellec- " 
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4s your poor correspondent. She’s for ever throwing Boston 
e; I can’t get rid of poor dear little Boston. The other one 
t into me too; but in a different way; she seems to feel about 
 itasa good Mahommedan feels toward Mecca, and regards it asa 

focus of light for the whole human race. Yes, poor little Boston, 
what nonsense is talked in thy name! But this New England, 
maiden is in her way a rare white flower: she’s travelling all over ) 
ir Europe alone—“to see it,” she says, “for herself.” For herself! / 
_ What can that strangely serene self of hers do with such sights, 
_ such depths! She looks at everything, goes everywhere, passes her 
way with her clear quiet eyes wide open; skirting the edge of ob- 
scene abysses without suspecting them; pushing through brambles 
out tearing her robe; exciting, without knowing it, the most ~ ge. 
rious suspicions; and always holding her course—without a 
1, without a sense, without a fear, without a charm! 
Then by way of contrast there’s a lovely English girl with eyes 
shy as violets and a voice as sweet!—the difference between 
printed, the distributed, the gratuitous hand-bill and the shy 
crap of a billet-doux dropped where you may pick it up. She has a 
sweet Gainsborough head and a great Gainsborough hat with a 
: y plume in front of it that makes a shadow over her quiet 
sh eyes. Then she has a sage-green robe, “mystic wonderful,” 
abroidered with subtle devices and flowers, with birds and 
s of tender tint; very straight and tight in front and adorned 
d, along the spine, with large strange iridescent buttons. The 
val of taste, of the sense of beauty, in England, interests me 
eply; what is there in a simple row of spinal buttons to make 
_ dream—to donner a réver, as they say here? I believe a grand 
hetic renascence to be at hand and that a great light will be 
dled in England for all the world to see. There are spirits there 
uld like to commune with; I think they’d understand me. 
This gracious English maiden, with her clinging robes, her amu- , 
is and girdles, with something quaint and angular in her step, 
‘carriage, something medieval and Gothic in the details of ; 
person and dress, this lovely Evelyn Vane (isn’t it a beauti- 
name?) exhales association and implication. She’s so much ~ 
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a woman—elle est bien femme, as they say here; simpler sree 
rounder richer than the easy products I spoke of just now. Not 
much talk—a great sweet silence. Then the violet eye—the very 
eye itself seems to blush; the great shadowy hat making the brow 


so quiet; the strange clinging clutched pictured raiment! As I — 


say, it’s a very gracious tender type. She has her brother with 
her, who’s a»beautiful fair-haired grey-eyed young Englishman. 
He’s purely objective, but he too is very plastic. 


V 


FROM MIRANDA HOPE TO HER MOTHER 


“2 


September 26. 


You mustn’t be frightened at not hearing from me oftener; it isn’t 
because I’m in any trouble, but because I’m getting on so well. - 
If I were in any trouble I don’t think I’d write to you; I’d just 
\keep quiet and see it through myself. But that’s not the case at 
present; and if I don’t write to you it’s because I’m so deeply in- 
terested over here that I don’t seem to find time. It was a 
real providence that brought me to this house, where, in spite of 


all obstacles, I am able to press onward. I wonder how I find time © 


for all I do, but when I realise I’ve only got about a year left, all _ / 


told, I feel as if I wouldn’t sacrifice a single hour. 


The obstacles I refer to are the disadvantages I have in acquir- © 
ing the language, there being so many persons round me speaking © 


English, and that, as you may say, in the very bosom of a regular 
French family. It seems as if you heard English everywhere; but 
I certainly didn’t expect to find it in a place like this. I’m not dis- 


couraged, however, and I exercise all I can, even with the other _ 


English boarders. Then I’ve a lesson every day from Mademoi- 


selle—the elder daughter of the lady of the house and the intel- : . 
lectual one; she has a wonderful fearless mind, almost like my 








= friend at the hotel—and French give-and-take every evening in 
_ the salon, from eight to eleven, with Madame herself and some 
} friends of hers who often come in. Her cousin, Mr. Verdier, a 
t young French gentleman, is fortunately staying with her, and I 
make a point of talking with him as much as possible. I have 
_extra-private lessons from him, and I often ramble round with 
him. Some night soon he’s to accompany me to the comic opera. 
We've also a most interesting plan of visiting the galleries suc- 
i -cessively together and taking the schools in their order—for they 
_ mean by “the schools” here something quite different from what 
we do. Like most of the French Mr. Verdier converses with great 
j fluency, and I feel I may really gain from him. He’s remarkably 
_ handsome, in the French style, and extremely polite—making a 
‘ great many speeches which I’m afraid it wouldn’t always do to 
fF pin one’s faith on. When I get down in Maine again I guess Dl. 
- 
; 
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tell you some of the things he has said to me. I think you’ll con- 
sider them extremely curious—very beautiful in their French / 
way. 
; The conversation in the parlour (from eight to eleven) ranges 
over many subjects—I sometimes feel as if it really avoided none ; 
_and I often wish you or some of the Bangor folks could be there 
to enjoy it. Even though you couldn’t understand it I think you’d 
like to hear the way they go on; they seem to express so much.’ 
. 1. sometimes think that at Bangor they don’t express enough— 
except that it seems as if over there they’ve less ¢o express. It 
seems as if at Bangor there were things that folks never éried to 
say; but I seem to have learned here from studying French that 
_ you’ve no idea what you can say before you try. At Bangor they, 
_ kind of give it up beforehand; they don’t make any effort. (I don’t 
__ say this in the least for William Platt in particular.) 
‘Tm sure I don’t know what they'll think of me when I get back 


Ta 














_ everything. I suppose theyll think I’m not sincere; but isn’t it 
jing of them in your mind—without giving any one the benefit?’ 
T’ve become very good friends with every one in the house—that 


anyway. It seems as if over here I had learned to come out with \ 
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more sincere to come right out with things than just to keep feel- / 
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is (you see I am sincere) with almost every one. It’s the an. 


_-“interesting circle I ever was in. There’s a girl here, an American, 


> that I don’t like so much as the rest; but that’s only because she 


“haughty” in books. I’ve never seen any one like that before— ~ 
any one that wanted to make a difference; and at first I was right 
down interested, she seemed to me so like a proud young lady ina 
novel. I kept saying to myself all day “haughty, haughty,” and I 


\won’t let me. I should like to like het, ever so much, because she’s — 


most lovely and most attractive; but she doesn’t seem to want to 


know me or to take to me. She comes from New York and she’s | 


remarkably pretty, with beautiful eyes and the most delicate fea- 


tures; she’s also splendidly stylish—in this respect would bear 
comparison with any one I’ve seen over here. But it seems as if she 
didn’t want to recognise me or associate with me, as if she wanted — 


to make a difference between us. It is like people they call 


wished she’d keep on so. But she did keep on—she kept on too 
long; and then I began to feel it in a different way, to feel as if it 


\kind of wronged me. I couldn’t think what Pve done, and I can’t 
think yet. It’s as if she had got some idea about me or had heard ~ 
some one say something. If some girls should behave like that I — 
wouldn’t make any account of it; but this one’s so refined, and ~ 
looks as if she might be so fascinating if I once got to know her, — 
that I think about it a good deal. I’m bound to find out what her 
reason is—for of course she has got some reason; I’m right down 
\ curious to know. 

I went up to her to ask her the day before yesterday; I thought — 
that the best way. I told her I wanted to know her better and 


would like to come and see her in her room—they tell me she has 


got a lovely one—and that if she had heard anything against me ~ 
perhaps she’d tell me when I came. But she was more distant than 


ever and just turned it off; said she had never heard me men- 


tioned and that her room was too small to receive visitors. I sup- _ 
pose she spoke the truth, but I’m sure she has some peculiar — 
ground, all the same. She has got some idea; which Ill die if I 
don’t find out soon—if I have to ask every one in the house. I 
never could be happy under an appearance of wrong. I wonder 
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rainst Bangor? I can’t think it’s that. Don’t you remember when 
ra Barnard went to visit in New York, three years ago, how 


to the soles of her shoes. Ask William Platt—so long as he isn’t 
ee he doesn’t consider Clara Barnard refined. 
_ Apropos, as they say here, of refinement, there’s another Ameri- 
ame in the house—aggentleman from Boston—who’s just crammed 
with it. His name’s Mr. Louis Leverett (such a beautiful name I 
; think) and he’s about thirty years old. He’s rather small and he 
’ looks pretty sick; he suffers from some affection of the liver. But 
___ his conversation desis you right on—they do go so far over here: 
even our people seem to strain ahead in Europe, and perhaps 
hen I get back it may strike you I’ve learned to keep up 
with them. I delight to listen to him anyhow—he has such beau- 
i  tiful ideas. I feel as if these moments were hardly right, not being 
rs in French: but fortunately he uses a great many French expres- 


“f _not 0 personal, but much more earnest: he says the only earnest- 
& ess left in the world now is French. He’s intensely fond of pic- 
ures. and has given me a great many ideas about them that I'd 
| % ever have gained without him; I shouldn’t have known how to 


i thinks we don’t make near enough of them. They seem to make a 
‘ood deal of them here, but I couldn’t help telling him the other 
- that in Bangor I really don’t think we do. 


aa 
ae If I had any money to spend I’d buy some and take them back 


<a 


to » hang right up. Mr. Leverett says it would do them good—not 
he pictures, but the Bangor folks (though sometimes he seems 


‘want to hang them up too). He thinks everything of the French, 
nyhow, and says we don’t make nearly enough of them. I couldn’t 


he Ro rue me Retnek ot if she had ever heard anything 


much attention she received? And you know Clara is Bangor, 


- sions. It’s in a different style from the dazzle of Mr. Verdier— 


pa8?- to work to strike them. He thinks everything of pictures; he ~ 


“ 


ie elp telling him the other day that they certainly make enough of — 
hemselves. But it’s very interesting to hear him go on about the — 
ea and it’s so eet) gain to me, since it’s about the same as_ 


i 


px. 
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I can get all the Boston culture I want when I go back, if I 


a peep now and then in advance—with a real Bostonian. I don’t 
know when I may meet one again; but if there are many others 
like Mr. Leverett there I shall be certain not to lack when I carry 


out my dream. He’s just as full of culture ag he can live. But it — 


seems strange how many different sorts there are. 
There are two of the English who I suppose are very cultivated 


- too; but it doesn’t seem as if I could enter into theirs so easily, 


though I try all I can. I do love their way of speaking, and some- 
times I feel almost as if it would be right to give up going for 


French and just try to get the hang of English as these people 


have got it. It doesn’t come out in the things they say so much, 
though these are often rather curious, but in the sweet way they 
say them and in their kind of making so much, such an easy lovely 
effect, of saying almost anything. It seems as if they must try a 
good deal to sound like that; but these English who are here don’t 
seem to try at all, either to speak or do anything else. They’re a 


young lady and her brother, who belong, I believe, to some noble 


family. I’ve had a good deal of intercourse with them, because 
I’ve felt more free to talk to them than to the Americans—on 
account of the language. They often don’t understand mine, and 
then it’s as if I had to learn theirs to explain. 

I never supposed when I left Bangor that I was coming to Eu- 
rope to improve in our old language—and yet I feel I can. If I do 


get where I may in it I guess you'll scarcely understand me when © 


I get back, and I don’t think you’ll particularly see the point. I’d 
be a good deal criticised if I spoke like that at Bangor. However, 
I verily believe Bangor’s the most critical place on earth; I’ve 
seen nothing like it over here. Well, tell them I’ll give them about 


all they can do. But I was speaking about this English young lady 

and her brother; I wish I could put them before you. She’s lovely — 
just to see; she seems so modest and retiring. In spite of this, 
however, she dresses in a way that attracts great attention, as I 





“ carry out my plan, my heart’s secret, of going there to reside. I S 
ought to direct all my efforts to European culture now, so as to 
_keep Boston to finish off. But it seems as if I couldn’t help taking 


Mk, 
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-couldn’t help noticing when one day I went out to walk with her. 
; She was ever so much more looked at than what I’d have thought 
_ she’d like; but she didn’t seem to care, till at last I couldn’t help 
4 pealling attention to it. Mr. Leverett thinks everything of it; he 
_ calls it the “costume of the future.” I'd call it rather the costume 
of the past—+you know the English have such an attachment to 
_ the past. I said this the other day to Madame de Maisonrouge— 

that Miss Vane dressed in the costume of the past. De I’an passé, 

yous voulez dire? She asked in her gay French way. (You can get 

William Platt to translate this; he used to tell me he knows so 

much French.) 

- You know [I told you, in writing some time ago, that I had tried 

to get some insight into the position of woman in England, and, 

being here with Miss Vane, it has seemed to me to be a good op- 
_ portunity to get a little more. I’ve asked her a great deal about it, 
but she doesn’t seem able to tell me much. The first time I asked 
her she said the position of a lady depended on the rank of her \~ 
father, her eldest brother, her husband—all on somebody else; 
and they, as to their position, on something quite else (than them- - 
selves) as well. She told me her own position was very’ good be- 
cause her father was some relation—I forget what—to a lord. She 
thinks everything of this; and that proves to me their standing 
can’t be really good, because if it were it wouldn’t be involved 
in that of your relations, even your nearest. I don’t know much 
about lords, and it does try my patience—though she’s just as 
sweet as she can live—to hear her talk as if it were a matter of 
course I should. 
I feel as if it were right to ask her as often as I can if she doesn’t 
consider every one equal; but she always says she doesn’t, and 
‘she confesses that she doesn’t think she’s equal to Lady Some- 
 thing-or-Other, who’s the wife of that relation of her father. I try 
and persuade her all I can that she is; but it seems as if she didn’t 
want to be persuaded, and when I ask her if that superior being is 
of the same opinion—that Miss Vane isn’t her equal—she looks 
_ so soft and pretty with her eyes and says “How can she not be?” 
When I tell her that this is right down bad for the other person it 
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natural she should be afraid of him not only physically—for that 
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seems. aS if she wouldn’t believe me, and the only answer she'll 4 
make is that the other person’s “awfully nice.” I don’t believe | 
she’s nice at all; if she were nice she wouldn’t have such ideas as - 
that. I tell Miss Vane that at Bangor we think such ideas vulgar, y, 
but then she looks as though she had never heard of Bangor. I — 
often want to shake her, though she is so sweet. If she isn’t angry 
with the people who make her feel that way at least ’m angry 
for her. I’m angry with her brother too, for she’s evidently very _ 
much afraid of him, and this gives me some further insight into 
the subject. She thinks everything of her brother; she thinks it — 


is natural, as he’s enormously tall and strong and has very big 
fists—but morally and intellectually. She seems unable, however, 
to take in any argument, and she makes me realise what I’ve often. 
heard—that if you’re timid nothing will reason you out of it. 

Mr. Vane also, the brother, seems to have the same prejudices, 
and when I tell him, as I often think it right to do, that his sister’s 
not his subordinate, even if she does think so, but his equal, and 
perhaps in some respects his superior, and that if my brother in 
Bangor were to treat me as he treats this charming but abject 
creature, who has not spirit enough to see the question in its true 
light, there would be an indignation-meeting of the citizens to pro- 
test against such an outrage to the sanctity of womanhood—when _ 
I tell him all this, at breakfast or dinner, he only bursts out laugh- 
ing so loud that all the plates clatter on the table. 

But at such a time as this there’s always one person who seems 
interested in what I say—a German gentleman, a professor, who 
sits next. to me at dinner and whom I must tell you more about ‘- 
another time.) He’s very learned, but wants to push further and 
further all the time; ;) he appreciates a great many of my remarks, 
and after dinner, in the salon, he often comes to me to ask me 
questions about them. I have to think a little sometimes to ay : 
what I did say or what I do think. He takes you right up where _ 


aS 


/ you left off, and he’s most as fond of discussing things as William 


Platt ever was. He’s \splendidly educated, in the German style, é 
and he told me the other day that he was an “intellectual broom.” _ * 

























much longer I shall stay here; I’m getting on now so fast that it 
las come to seem sometimes as if I shouldn’t need all the time 
e laid out. I suppose your cold weather has promptly begun, 


\ 
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FROM MISS EVELYN VANE IN PARIS 
TO THE LADY AUGUSTA FLEMING AT BRIGHTON 


PARIS September 30. 


Pn | afraid nf shall not be able to come to you on January 7th, 
ou kindly proposed at Homburg. I’m so very very sorry; it’s 


j winter, and mamma wishes me to go with them io Faia 
al all well these three months, and now that the damp weather 
has begun she’s very poorly indeed; so that last week papa de- 


0 have a consultation, and he and mamma went with her up 


the south of France, but they didn’t agree about the place; 
at mamma herself decided for Hyéres, because it’s the most 





Biss ever: and thongh T I don’t know svinit remaseois a | 
t mind isn’t a crime, is it?—I’m sure there’s plenty over here 


where Georgina has been ordered for her lungs. She has not been — 
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she consents to take more care of herself; I’m afraid she’s very 
wild and wilful, and mamma tells me that all this month it has _ 
taken papa’s positive orders to make her stop indoors. She’s very _ 
cross (mamma writes me) about coming abroad, and doesn’t seem 
at all to mind the expense papa has been put to—talks very ill- 
naturedly about her loss of the hunting and even perhaps of the 
early spring meetings. She expected to begin to hunt in December 
and wants to know whether anybody keeps hounds at Hyéres. — 
Fancy that rot when she’s too ill to sit a horse or to go anywhere. 
But I dare say that when she gets there she’ll be glad enough to ~ 
keep quiet, as they say the heat’s intense. It may cure Georgina, 
but I’m sure it will make the rest of us very ill. 
Mamma, however, is only going to bring Mary and Gus and 
Fred and Adelaide abroad with her: the others will remain at 
Kingscote till February (about the 3d) when they'll go to East- 
bourne for a month with Miss Turnover, the new governess, who 
has proved such a very nice person. She’s going to take Miss Trav- 
ers, who has been with us so long, but is only qualified for the 
younger children, to Hyéres, and I believe some of the Kingscote 
servants. She has perfect confidence in Miss T.; it’s only a pity 
the poor woman has such an odd name. Mamma thought of asking 
) her if she would mind taking another when she came; but papa 
thought she might object. Lady Battledown makes all her govern- 
esses take the same name; she gives £5 more a year for the pur-_ 
pose. I forget what it is she calls them; I think it’s Johnson (which 
to me always suggests a lady’s maid). Governesses shouldn’t have « 
too prétty a name—they shouldn’t have a nicer name than the 
family. BS 
I suppose you heard from the Desmonds that I didn’t go back — 
to England with them. When it began to be talked about that 
Georgina should be taken abroad mamma wrote to me that I had 
better stop in Paris for a month with Harold, so that she could 
pick me up on their way to Hyéres. It saves the expense of my 
journey to Kingscote and back, and gives me the opportunity to 
“finish” a little in French. i 
JV You know Harold came here six weeks ago to get up his French ; 
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_ for those dreadful exams that he has to pass so soon. He came to 
_ live with some French people that take in young men (and others) 
for this purpose} it’s a kind of coaching-place, only kept by 
_ women. Mamma had heard it was very nice, so she wrote to me 
“that I was to come and stop here with Harold. The Desmonds 

brought me.and made the arrangement or the bargain or whatever 
you call it| Poor Harold was naturally not at all pleased, but he 
_ has been very kind and has treated me like an angel.| He’s getting 
_ on beautifully with his French, for though I don’t think the place 
_is so good as papa supposed, yet Harold is so immensely clever 


that he can scarcely help learning. I’m afraid I learn much less, 
_ but fortunately I haven’t to go up for anything—unless perhaps 
to mamma if she takes it into her head to examine me. But she’ll 
have so much to think of with Georgina that I hope this won’t 
occur to her. If it does I shall be, as Harold says, in a dreadful 
_ funk. 
This isn’t such a nice place for a girl as for a gentleman, and 
the Desmonds thought it exceedingly odd that mamma should 
_ wish me to come here. As Mrs. Desmond said, it’s because she’s 
so very unconventional. But you know Paris is so very amusing, 
and if only Harold remains good-natured about it I shall be con- 
z tent to wait for the caravan—which is what he calls mamma and 

the children. The person who keeps the establishment, or what- 


ever they call it, is rather odd and exceedingly foreign; but she’s » 


é 
t wonderfully civil and is perpetually sending to my door to see if 


; I want anything. She’s tremendously pretentious and of course _~ 


_ isn’t a lady. The servants are not at all like English ones and come 
_ bursting in, the footman—they’ve only one—and the maids alike, 
at all sorts of hours, in the most sudden way. Then when one rings 
it takes ages. Some of the food too is rather nasty. All of which 
is very uncomfortable, and I dare say will be worse at Hyéres. 
_ There, however, fortunately, we shall have our own people. 
(There are some very odd Americans here who keep throwing 
) Harold into fits of laughter. One’s a dreadful little man whom in- 
deed he also wants to kick and who’s always sitting over the fire 
~ and talking about the colour of the sky. I don’t believe he ever 
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ime 


read 




























at Pie and told me that it ee him of the at ee 7 
the Devonshire turf. And then he talked for half an hour about — 
the Devonshire turf, which I thought such a very extraordinary 
subject. Harold firmly believes him mad. It’s rather horrid to be a 
he living in this way with people one doesn’t know—I mean doesn’t 
a know as one knows them in England. 
; The other Americans, beside the madman, are two girls abo a . 
My my own age, one of whom is rather nice. She has a mother; but 
the mother always sits in her bedroom, which seems so very odd. 
I should like mamma to ask them to Kingscote, but I’m afraid _ 
rea wouldn’t like the mother, who’s awfully vulgar. The other — 
girl is awfully vulgar herself—she’s travelling about quite alone. — 
I think she’s a middle-class schoolmistress—sacked perhaps for : 
some irregularity; but the other girl (I mean the nicer one, with 
the objectionable mother) tells me she’s more respectable than — 
she seems. She has, however, the most extraordinary opinions— 
7; wishes to do away with the aristocracy, thinks it wrong that Ar- a 
og thur should have Kingscote when papa dies, etc. I don’t see what 
3 it signifies to her that poor Arthur should come into the property, 5 
which will be so delightful—except for papa dying. But Harold — 
says she’s mad too. He chaffs her tremendously about her radi- 
calism, and he’s so immensely clever that she can’t answer him, 
ua though she has a supply of the most extraordinary big words. 
pod There’s also a Frenchman, a nephew or cousin or cone 
\of the person of the house, who’s a horrid low cad; and a German\__ 
professor or doctor who eats with his knife and is a great bore. I’m “ 
so very sorry about giving up my visit. I’m afraid you’ll never ask 
me again. 
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a FROM. LEON VERDIER IN PARIS Qh 
TO PROSPER GOBAIN AT LILLE 


H 
: t 
te 


September 28. 


Mon Gros Vieux. 
It’s a long time since I’ve given you of my news, and I don’t 
know what puts it into my head to-night to recall myself to your 
affectionate memory. I suppose it is that when we’re happy the ~ 3 
_ mind reverts instinctively to those with whom formerly we shared - _ 
our vicissitudes, and je t’en ai trop dit dans le bon temps, cher 
: Fe vieux, and you always listened to me too imperturbably, with your 
_ pipe in your mouth and your waistcoat unbuttoned, for me not to — 
a feel that I can count on your sympathy today. Nous en sommes- 
nous flanquées, des confidences?—in those happy days when my 
first thought in seeing an adventure poindre a l’horizon was of the 
.. _ pleasure I should have in relating it to the great Prosper. AsI tell 
thee, I’m happy; decidedly j'ai de la chance, and from that avowal 
2 I trust thee to construct the rest. Shall I help thee a little? Take 





















3 / three adorable girls—three, my good Prosper, the mystic number, | 
a oar neither more nor less. Take them and place in the midst of them 
BY thy insatiable little Léon. Is the situation sufficiently indicated, 
or does the scene take more doing? hg 
“es You expected perhaps I was going to tell thee I had made my 

"fortune, or that the Uncle Blondeau had at last decided to recom- 
& mit himself to the breast of nature after having constituted me his Bei 
universal legatee. But I needn’t remind you for how much women 
_ have always been in any happiness of him who thus overflows to 

“aed _ you—for how much in any happiness and for how much more in _ 
a any misery. But don’t let me talk of misery now; time enough 
_ when it comes, when ces demoiselles shall have joined the serried 
Po ranks of their amiable predecessors. Ah I comprehend your im- j 
. vatience. I must tell you whom ces demoiselles consist. 
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You’ve heard me speak of my cousine de Maisonrouge, that 
grande belle femme who, after having married, en. secondes noces 
—there had been, to tell the truth, some irregularity about her 
first union—a venerable relic of the old noblesse of Poitou, was 
left, by the death of her husband, complicated by the crash of ex- 
pensive tastes against an income of 17,000 francs, on the pave- 
ment of Paris with two little demons of daughters to bring up in 
the path of virtue. She managed to bring them up; my little cous- 
ins are ferociously sages. If you ask me how she managed it I can’t 
tell you; it’s no business of mine, and a fortiori none of yours. 
She’s now fifty years old—she confesses to thirty-eight—and her 
daughters, whom she has never been able to place, are respec- 
tively twenty-seven and twenty-three (they confess to twenty and 
to seventeen). Three years ago she had the thrice-blest idea of 


‘opening a well-upholstered and otherwise attractive asile for the 


«. blundering barbarians who come to Paris in the hope of picking 


‘up a few straw pearls from the écrin of Voltaire—or of Zola. The 


idea has brought her luck; the house does an excellent business. 
Until within a few months ago it was carried on by my cousins 
alone; but lately the need of a few extensions and improvements 


has caused itself to be felt. My cousin has undertaken them, re- - 


gardless of expense; in other words she has asked me to come and 
stay with her—board and lodging gratis—and correct the conver- 
sational exercises of her pensionnaire-pupils. ’'m the extension, 
my good Prosper; I’m the improvement. She has enlarged the 


personnel—I’m the enlargement. I form the exemplary sounds 
“that the prettiest English lips are invited to imitate. The Eng- 


lish lips are not all pretty, heaven knows, but enough of them 
are so to make it a good bargain for me. 

Just now, as I told you, I’m in daily relation with three sep- 
arate pairs. The owner of one of them has private lessons; she 
pays extra. My cousin doesn’t give me a sou of the money, but 
I consider nevertheless that I’m not a loser by the arrangement. 
Also I’m well, very very well, with the proprietors of the two other 


pairs. One of these is a little Anglaise of twenty—a figure de keep- 


sake; the most adorable miss you ever, or at least I ever, beheld. 
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= She’s hung all over with beads and bracelets and amulets, she’s 
embroidered all over like a sampler or a vestment; but her princi- 
pal decoration consists of the softest and almost the hugest grey 
eyes in the world, which rest upon you with a profundity of con- 
fidence—a confidence I really feel some compunction in betray- 
ing. She has a tint as white as this sheet of paper, except just in 
the middle of each cheek, where it passes into the purest and most 
transparent, most liquid, carmine. Occasionally this rosy fluid - 
overflows into the rest of her face—by which I mean that she 
blushes—as softly as the mark of your breath on the window- 
pane. 

Like every Anglaise she’s rather pinched and prim in public; = 
but it’s easy to see that when no one’s looking elle ne demande 
qu’a se laisser aller! Whenever she wants it I’m always there, and 
I’ve given her to understand she can count upon me. I’ve reason 
to believe she appreciates the assurance, though I’m bound in 
honesty to confess that with her the situation’s a little less ad- 
vanced than with the others. Que voulez-vous? The English are 
heavy and the Anglaises move slowly, that’s all. The movement, 
however, is perceptible, and once this fact’s established I can let 
the soup simmer, I can give her time to arrive, for I’m beautifully 
occupied with her competitors. They don’t keep me waiting, 
please believe. , 

These young ladies are Americans, and it belongs to that na\/ 
tional character to move fast. “All right—go ahead!” (I’m learn- 
ing a great deal of English, or rather a great deal of American.) 

_ They go ahead at a rate that sometimes makes it difficult for me 

to keep up. One of them’s prettier than the other; but this latter 

—this one that takes the extra-private lessons—is really une fille 
 tonnante. Ah par exemple, elle brile ses vaisseaux, celle-la! She. 

threw herself into my arms the very first day, and I almost owed »— 

her a grudge for having deprived me of that pleasure of gradation, » 

of carrying the defences one by one, which is almost as great as 
that of entering the place. For would you believe that at the end 
of exactly twelve minutes she gave me a rendezvous? In the Gal- \ 
erie d’Apollon at the Louvre I admit; but that was respectable for 
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_ the most remarkable. These private lessons, my good Pisa _ 

















a beginning, nial since then ae had t ial by the dozen; 
ceased to keep the account. Non, c’est une fille qui me dépas asse. 
The other, the slighter but “smarter” little person—she has a a 
mother somewhere out of sight, shut up in a closet or a trunk—is — . 
a good deal prettier, and perhaps on that account elle y met plus — 4 
de fagons| She doesn’t knock about Paris with me by the hour; 
she contents herself with long interviews in the petit salon, with 
the blinds half-drawn, beginning at about three o’clock, when 
every one is @ la promenade. She’s admirable, cette petite, a little 
too immaterial, with the bones rather over-accentuated, yet of a 
detail, on the whole, most satisfactory. And you can say anything 
to her. She takes the trouble to appear not to understand, but her 
conduct, half an hour afterwards, reassures you oe 4 
ompletely! ~ 
However, it’s the big bouncer of the extra-private lessons who’s 


are the most brilliant invention of the age, and a real stroke of 
genius on the part of Miss Miranda! They also take place in the 
petit salon, but with the doors tightly closed and with explicit _ 
directions to every one in the house that we are not tobe 
disturbed. And we're not, mo gros, we’re not! Not a sound, not a i: 4 
shadow, interrupts our felicity. My cousins are on the right track _ 
—such a house must make its fortune. Miss Miranda’s too talland _ 


too flat, with a certain want of coloration; she hasn’t the trans- __ 


as 
Pa, 1S Mew 
Bai <i To eT é £1 24: a. Oy 












parent rougeurs of the little Anglaise. But she has wonderful far- _ 

gazing eyes, superb teeth, a nose modelled by a sculptor, anda 

way of holding up her head and looking every one in the face, __ 
which combines apparent innocence with complete assurance in i: 
a way I’ve never seen equalled. She’s making the tour du isa 
monde, entirely alone, without even a soubrette to carry the en- __ 
sign, for the purpose of seeing for herself, seeing @ quoi s’en tenir — a 
sur les hommes et les choses—on les hommes particularly. Dis 
donc, mon vieux, it must be a dréle de pays over there, where such 
a view of the right thing for the aspiring young ne Mee 
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_ and find ve a pies; as that they should come out here sitet / 
bus? Dis donc, mon gros Prosper ...! 


FROM DR. RUDOLPH STAUB IN PARIS 
TO DR. JULIUS HIRSCH AT GOTTINGEN 


3 
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. MM: {'y dear Brother in Science. 
I resume my hasty notes, of which I sent you the first. instal- 
_ ment some weeks ago. I mentioned that I intended to leave my 
hotel, not finding in it real matter. It was kept by a Pomeranian 
_ and the waiters without exception were from the Fatherland. I 
might as well have sat down with my note-book Unter den Linden, 
and I felt that, having come here for documentation, or to put my 
finger straight upon the social pulse, I should project myself as 
much as possible into the circumstances which are in part the con- 
7 sequence and in part the cause of its activities and intermittences. 
_ I saw there could be no well-grounded knowledge without this pre- 


<a 


“liminary operation of my getting a near view, as slightly as pos-\, 
~ tion of forces, of the spontaneous home-life of the nation. / 
I accordingly engaged a room in the house of a lady of pure 
bench extraction and education, who supplements the short- 
/comings of an income insufficient to the ever-growing demands 
of the Parisian system of sense-gratification by providing food 
P = lodging for a limited number of distinguished strangers. I 
should have preferred to have my room here only, and to take my 
4 me als in a brewery, of very good appearance, which I speedily © 
discovered in the same street; but this arrangement, though very 
clearly set out by myself, was not acceptable to the mistress of the © 
e ablishmient-—a woman with a mathematical head—and I have © 
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consoled myself for the extra expense by fixing my thoughts upon 
the great chance that conformity to the customs of the house gives — 
me of studying the table-manners of my companions, and of ob- 
serving the French nature at a peculiarly physiological moment, 
the moment when the satisfaction of the taste, which is the gov- 
erning quality in its composition, produces a kind of exhalation, 
an intellectual transpiration, which, though light and perhaps in- 
visible to a superficial spectator, is nevertheless appreciable by a 
properly adjusted instrument. I’ve adjusted my instrument very 
satisfactorily—I mean the one I carry in my good square German 
head—and I’m not afraid of losing a single drop of this valuable 
fluid as it condenses itself upon the plate of my observation. A 
prepared surface is what I need, and I’ve prepared my surface. 

- Unfortunately here also I find the individual native in the mi- 
nority. There are only four French persons in the house—the in- 
dividuals concerned in its management, three of whom are women, 
and one a man. Such a preponderance of the Weibliche is, how- 
ever, in itself characteristic, as I needn’t remind you what an ab- 
normally-developed part this sex has played in French history. 
The remaining figure is ostensibly that of a biped, and apparently 
that of a man, but I hesitate to allow him the whole benefit of the 
higher classification. He strikes me as less human than simian, 
and whenever I hear him talk I seem to myself to have paused 
in the street to listen to the shrill clatter of a hand-organ, to which 
the gambols of a hairy homunculus form an accompaniment. 

I mentioned to you before that my expectation of rough usage — 
in consequence of my unattenuated even if not frivolously ag- 
gressive, Teutonism was to prove completely unfounded. No one — 

¢ seems either unduly conscious or affectedly unperceiving of my 
\so rich Berlin background; I’m treated on the contrary with the 
positive civility which is the portion of every traveller who pays 
the bill without scanning the items too narrowly. This, I confess, 
has been something of a surprise to me, and I’ve not yet made up 
my mind as to the fundamental cause of the anomaly. |My deter- 
mination to take up my abode in a French interior was largely 
dictated by the supposition that I should be substantially dis- 
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Heiceable to its inmates. I wished to catch i in the fact the different 
forms taken by the irritation I should naturally produce; for it is 
under the influence of irritation that the French character most 
completely expresses itself My presence, however, operates, as I 
say, less than could have been hoped as a stimulus, and in this re- 
spect I’m materially disappointed. They treat me as they treat 
every one else; whereas, in order to be treated differently, I was 
resigned in advance to being treated worse. A further proof, if 
any were needed, of that vast and, as it were, fluid waste (I have 
so often dwelt on to you) which attends the process of philosophic 
secretion. I’ve not, I repeat, fully explained to myself this logical 
contradiction; but this is the explanation to which I tend. The 
French are so exclusively occupied with the idea of themselves 
that in spite of the very definite image the German personality 
presented to them by the war of 1870 they have at present no 
distinct apprehension of its existence. They are not very sure that 
there are, concretely, any Germans; they have already forgotten 
the convincing proofs presented to them nine years ago. A Ger- 
man was something disagreeable and disconcerting, an irreducible 
‘mass, which they determined to keep out of their conception of 
things. I therefore hold we’re wrong to govern ourselves upon the 
hypothesis of the revanche; the French nature is too shallow for 
that large and powerful plant to bloom in it. 

The English-speaking specimens, too, I’ve not been willing to 
neglect the opportunity to examine; and among these I’ve paid 
special attention to the American varieties, of which I find here 
several singular examples. The two most remarkable are a young 
man who presents all the characteristics of a period of national 
decadence; reminding me strongly of some diminutive Hellenised 


Roman of the third century. He’s an illustration of the period of ) 
culture in which the faculty of appreciation has obtained such a_ 


preponderance over that of production that the latter sinks into a 


kind of rank sterility, and the mental condition becomes analo- ] 


gous to that of a malarious bog. I hear from him of the existence of 
an immense number of Americans exactly resembling him, and 
that ‘the city of Boston indeed is almost exclusively composed 
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of them. (He communicated this fact very proudly, as if it were 
greatly to the credit of his native country; little perceiving the - 
truly sinister impression it made on me.) 

What strikes one in it is that it is a phenomenon to the best of — 
my knowledge—and you know what my knowledge is+-unprece-_ 
dented and unique in the history of mankind; the arrival of a 
nation at an ultimate stage of evolution without having passed — 
through the mediate one; the passage of the fruit, in other words, — 
from crudity to rottenness, without the interposition of a period 
of useful (and ornamental) ripeness. With the Americans indeed — 
the crudity and the rottenness are identical and simultaneous; 
it is impossible to say, as in the conversation of this deplorable 
young man, which is the one-and which the other: they’re inex- 
tricably confused. Homunculus for homunculus I prefer that of 
the Frenchman; he’s at least more amusing. “S 

It’s interesting in this manner to perceive, so largely developed, 
the germs of extinction in the so-called powerful Anglo-Saxon 
family. I find them in almost as recognisable a form in a young 
woman from the State of Maine, in the province of New England, © 
with whom I have had a good deal of conversation. She differs © 
somewhat from the young man I just mentioned in that the state — 
of affirmation, faculty of production and capacity for action are 

“things, in her, less inanimate; she has more of the freshness and 

~vigour that we suppose to belong to a young civilisation. But un- 
fortunately she produces nothing but evil, and her tastes afd hab- — 
its are similarly those of a Roman lady of the lower Empire. She - 
makes no secret of them and has in fact worked out a complete — 
scheme of experimental adventure, that is of personal licence, 5 
which she is now engaged in carrying out. As the opportunities 
she finds in her own country fail to satisfy her she has come to- 
Europe “to try,” as she says, “for herself.” It’s the doctrine of uni-_ 
versal “unprejudiced” experience professed with a cynicism that 
is really most extraordinary, and which, presenting itself in a 
young woman of considerable education, appears to me to be the 
judgement of a society. f 
Another observation which pushes me to the same induction— 








eee other. I have before me a second flower of the same huge 
‘so-called democratic garden, who is less abnormally developed 
than the one I have just described, but who yet bears the stamp of 
this peculiar combination of the barbarous and, to apply to them 
‘one of their own favourite terms, the ausgespielt, the “played-out.” 
‘These three little persons look with the greatest mistrust and aver- 
sion upon each other} and each has repeatedly taken me apart and 
‘assured me secretly, that he or she only is the real, the genuine, 
the typical American.|A type that has lost itself before it has been 
fixed—what can you look for from this? 

’ Add to this that there are two young Englanders in the house 
who hate all the Americans in a lump, making between them none 
of the distinctions and favourable comparisons which they insist 
‘upon, and for which, as involving the recognition of shades and a 
certain play of the critical sense, the still quite primitive insular . 
_ understanding is wholly inapt, and you will, I think, hold me war- 
tanted in believing that, between precipitate decay and interne- 
_ cine enmities, the English-speaking family is destined to consume 
itself, and that with its decline the prospect of successfully-or- 
ganised conquest and unarrested incalculable expansion, to which 
alluded above, will brighten for the deep-lunged children of the 


Fatherland!| 
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MIRANDA HOPE TO HER MOTHER 


October 22. 


} 
Dear M other. 

__[’m off in a day or two to visit some new country; I haven’t yet 

de ided which. I’ve satisfied myself with regard to France, and 
c tained a good knowledge of the language. I’ve enjoyed my visit 


% 









$s Madame de Aaisontenee Pit ay and fee f I were leaving 
circle of real friends. Everything has gone on "beauttifully4 up fe 
end, and every one has been as kind and attentive as if I we 
their own sister, especially Mr. Verdier, the French gentleman, 4 
from whom I fave gained more than I ever expécted (in six 
weeks) and with whom I have promised to correspond. So you — 
can imagine me dashing off the liveliest and yet the most elegant % 
French letters; and if you don’t believe in them I'll keep the 2s 
rough drafts to show you when I go back, : 

The German gentleman is also more ‘interesting the more you r 
know him; it seems sometimes as if I could fairly drink in his — 
ideas. I’ve found out why the young lady from New York doesn: % 
like me! It’s because I said one day at dinner that I admired to : 
go to the Louvre. Well, when I first came it seemed as if I did ad- — 
mire everything! Tell William Platt his letter has come. I knew 
he’d have to write, and I was bound I’d make him! I haven’t de- 
cided what country I'll visit next; it seems as if there were ™ 
so many to choose from. But I must take care to pick out a good q 
one and to meet plenty of fresh experiences. Dearest mother, ayy 
money holds out, and it #s most interesting! a 
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WHEN the porter’s wife, who used to answer the house-bell, an- 
nounced “A gentleman and a lady, sir,” I had, as I often had in 
those days—the wish being father to the thought—an immediate 
vision of sitters. Sitters my visitors in this case proved to be; but 
not in the sense I should have preferred. There was nothing at 
first however to indicate that they mightn’t have come for a por- 
trait. The gentleman, a man of fifty, very high and very straight, 
with a moustache slightly grizzled and a dark grey walking-coat 
admirably fitted, both of which I noted professionally—I don’t 
mean as a barber or yet as a tailor—would have struck me as a 
celebrity if celebrities often were striking. It was a truth of which 
J had for some time been conscious that a figure with a good deal 
of frontage was, as one might say, almost never a public institu- 
tion. A glance at the lady helped to remind me of this paradoxical 
law: she also looked too distinguished to be a “personality.” More- 
~ over one would scarcely come across two variations together. 
Neither of the pair immediately spoke—they only prolonged 
the preliminary gaze suggesting that each wished to give the other 
a chance. They were visibly shy; they stood there letting me 
take them in—which, as I afterwards perceived, was the most 
practical thing they could have done. In this way their embarrass- 
ment served their cause. I had seen people painfully reluctant to 
mention that they desired anything so gross as to be represented 
on canvas; but the scruples of my new friends appeared almost in- . 
surmountable. Yet the gentleman might have said “I should like a 
portrait of my wife,” and the lady might have said “I should like 
a portrait of my husband.” Perhaps they weren’t husband and 
_ wife—this naturally would make the matter more delicate. Per- 
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haps they wished to be done together—in which case (esis oug 
to have brought a third person to break the news. 


“We come from Mr. Rivet,” the lady finally said with a ial 


smile that had the effect of a moist sponge passed over a “sunk” 
piece of painting, as well as of a vague allusion to vanished 





beauty. She was as tall and straight, in her degree, as her com- 


panion, and with ten years less to carry. She looked as sad as a 
woman could look whose face was not charged with expression; 
that is her tinted oval mask showed waste as an exposed surface 


shows friction. The hand of time had played over her freely, but — 


= 


to an effect of elimination. She was slim and stiff, and so well- FE 
dressed, in dark blue cloth, with lappets and pockets and buttons, 


that it was clear she employed the same tailor as her husband. 


The couple had an indefinable air of prosperous thrift—they evi- — 
dently got a good deal of luxury for their money. If I was to be ~ 


one of their luxuries it would behove me to consider my terms. 


“Ah Claude Rivet recommended me?” I echoed; and I added ~ 
that it was very kind of him, though I could reflect that, as he 


only painted landscape, this wasn’t a sacrifice. 


The lady looked very hard at the gentleman, and the gentleman ~ 
looked round the room. Then staring at the floor a moment and — 
stroking his moustache, he rested his pleasant eyes on me with the 


remark: ‘He said you were the right one.” 
“TI try to be, when people want to sit.” 
“Yes, we should like to,” said the lady anxiously. 
“Do you mean together?” 


My visitors exchanged a glance. “If you could do anything a: 


me I suppose it would be double,” the gentleman stammered. ~ 


“Oh yes, there’s naturally a higher charge for two figures than — 


for one.” 
“We should like to make it pay,” the husband confessed. 


“That’s very good of you,” I returned, appreciating so un-— 


wonted a sympathy—for I supposed he meant pay the artist. 


A sense of strangeness seemed to dawn on the lady. ‘““‘We mean 


for the illustrations—Mr. Rivet said you might put one in.” 
“Put in—an illustration?” I was equally confused. 









. “Sketch het off, you ee z Said ‘he i colouring. 
atte was only then that I understood the service Claude Rivet 
had rendered me; he had told them how I worked in black-and- 
: white, for magazines, for storybooks, for sketches of contemporary 
_ life, and consequently had copious employment for models. T hese 
* things were true, but it was not less true—I may confess it now; 
; whether because the aspiration was to lead to everything or to 
- nothing I leave the reader to guess—that I couldn’t get the hon- 
- ours, to say nothing of the emoluments, of a great painter of por- 
traits out of my headf My “illustrations” were my pot-boilers; I 
looked to a different branch of art—far and away the most inter- 
esting it had always seemed to me—to perpetuate my fame. There 
was no shame in looking to it also to make my fortune; j|but that 
fortune was by so much further from being made from the mo- 
p ment my visitors wished to be “done” for nothing. I was disap- 
_ pointed; for in the pictorial sense I had immediately seen them. I 
had seized their type—I had already settled what I would do with 
it. Something that wouldn’t absolutely have pleased them, I after- 
_ wards reflected. 
. “Ah you’re—you’re—a—?” I began as soon as I had mastered 
_ my surprise. I couldn’t bring out the dingy word “models”: it 
seemed so little to fit the case. 
“We haven’t had much practice,” said the lady. 
: “We've got to do something, and we’ve thought that an artist 
in your line might perhaps make something of us,” her husband 
threw off. He further mentioned that they didn’t know many art- 
_ ists and that they had gone first, on the off-chance—he painted 
views of course, but sometimes put in figures; perhaps I remem- 
_ bered—to Mr. Rivet, whom they had met a few years before at a 
{ place in Norfolk where he was sketching. 
“We used to sketch a little ourselves,” the lady hinted. 
“It?s very awkward, but we absolutely must do something,” her 


husband went on. 
“Of course we’re not so very young,” she admitted with a wan 
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: smile. 
With the remark that I might as well know something more 
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about them the husband had handed me a card extracted from — 
a neat new pocket-book—their appurtenances were all of the 
freshest—and inscribed with the words “Major Monarch.” Im- — 
pressive as these words were they didn’t carry my knowledge 
much further; but my visitor presently added: “I’ve left the 
army and we’ve had the misfortune to lose our money. In fact our 
means are dreadfully small.” 

“Tt’s awfully trying—a regular strain,” said Mrs. Monarch. 

They evidently wished to be discreet—to take care not to swag- 

‘ger because they were gentlefolk. I felt them willing to recog- 
nise this as something of a drawback, at the same time that I 
guessed at an underlying sense—their consolation in adversity— 
that they ad their points. They certainly had; but these advan- 
tages struck me as preponderantly social; such for instance as — 
would help to make a drawing-room look ell However, a draw= 
ing-room was always, or ought to be, a picture. 

In consequence of his wife’s ieee to their age Major Mon- 
arch observed: “Naturally it’s more for the figure that we thought 
of going in. We can still hold ourselves up.” On the instant I saw 
that the figure was indeed their strong point. His “naturally” 
didn’t sound vain, but it lighted up the question. “Sze has the 
best one,” he continued, nodding at his wife with a pleasant after- 
dinner absence of circumlocution. I could only reply, as if we were 
in fact sitting over our wine, that this didn’t prevent his own from 
being very good; which led him in turn to make answer: “We 
thought that if you ever have to do people like us we might be 
something like it. Se particularly—for a lady in a book, you know.” | 

I was so amused by them that, to get more of it, I did my best. 
to take their point of view; and though it was an embarrassment 
to find myself appraising physically, as if they were animals on 
hire or useful blacks, a pair whom I should have expected to meet 
only in one of the relations in which criticism is tacit, I looked at 
Mrs. Monarch judicially enough to be able to exclaim after a mo- 
ment with conviction: ‘Oh yes, a lady in a book!” She was singu- 
larly like a bad illustration, 


Pa 










Sees ey THE REAL THING ' Bay CS 
ee weill stand up, if you like,” said the Major; and he raised 
himself before me with a really grand air. 
I could take his measure at a glance—he was six feet two and 
a perfect gentleman. It would have paid any club in process of 
formation and in want of a stamp to engage him at a salary to 
stand in the principal window. What struck me at once was that 
in coming to me they had rather missed their vocation; they could 
surely have been turned to better account for advertising pur- 
poses. I couldn’t of course see the thing in detail, but I could see 
them make somebody’s fortune—I don’t mean their own. There 
- was something in them for a waistcoat-maker, an hotel-keeper or a 
_ soap-vendor. I could imagine “We always use it” pinned on their 
bosoms with the greatest effect; I had a vision of the brilliancy _ 
with which they would launch a table d’héte. 
Mrs. Monarch sat still, not from pride but from shyness, and 
_ presently her husband said to her: “Get up, my dear, and show 
how smart you are.” She obeyed, but she had no need to get up 
to show it. She walked to the end of the studio and then came 
back blushing, her fluttered eyes on the partner of her appeal. I 
was reminded of an incident I had accidentally had a glimpse of 
_ in Paris—being with a friend there, a dramatist about to produce 
a play, when an actress came to him to ask to be entrusted with a 
_ part. She went through her paces before him, walked up.and down 
as Mrs. Monarch was doing. Mrs. Monarch did it quite as well, 
but I abstained from applauding. It was very odd to see such 
_ people apply for such poor pay. She looked as if she had ten thou- 
sand a year. Her husband had used the word that described her: 
she was in the London current jargon essentially and typically 
“smart.” Her figure was, in the same order of ideas, conspicuously 
and irreproachably “good.” For a woman of her age her waist was 
surprisingly small; her elbow moreover had the orthodox crook. 
She held her head at the conventional angle, but why did she come 
to me? She ought to have tried on jackets at a big shop. I feared 
_ my visitors were not only destitute but “artistic”—which would / 
be a great complication. When she sat down again I thanked her, 
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observing that what a arate banat most valtied 4 in rhe mode wa Ss 
the faculty of keeping quiet. >) Oa 
“Oh she can keep quiet,” said Major Monarch. Then he added 
jocosely: “I’ve always kept her quiet.” 
“T’m not a nasty fidget, am I?” It was going to wring tears from _ 
“ me, I felt, the way she hid her head, ostrich-like, in the other — 
broad bosom. 5 
The owner of this expanse addressed his answer to me. “Per- — 
4 haps it isn’t out of place to mention—because we ought to be quite . 
. business-like, oughtn’t we?—that when I married her she was 
i known as the Beautiful Statue.” 
“Oh dear!” said Mrs. Monarch ruefully. i 
“Of course I should want a certain amount of expression,’ I 
rejoined, 
, “Of course!’’—and I had never heard such unanimity. 
4 “And then I suppose you know that you'll get awfully tired.” 
“Oh we never get tired!” they eagerly cried. 
“Have you had any kind of practice?” 
i They hesitated—they looked at each other. “We’ve been phates 
‘ graphed—immensely,” said Mrs. Monarch. 
| “She means the fellows have asked us themselves,” added ‘hed 
. _ Major. 
“T see—because you’re so good-looking.” 
“J don’t know what they thought, but they were always after 
us. ” 
“We ae got our photographs for nothing,” smiled Mrs. 
Monarch. 
“We might have brought some, my dear,” her husband re- 
marked. 
| “Y’m not sure we have any left. We’ve given quantities ome 
k she explained to me. 
: “With our autographs and that sort of thing,” said the Major. 
. “Are they to be got in the shops?” I enquired as a harmless 
1g pleasantry. 
; “Oh yes, kers—they used to be.” 


“Not now,” said Mrs. Monarch with her eyes on the floor. 
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I coutp fancy the “sort of thing” they put on the presentation 
copies of their photographs, and I was sure they wrote a beauti- 
ful hand.| It was odd how quickly I was sure of everything that 
~ concerned them.|If they were now so poor as to have to earn shil- 
lings and pence they could never have had much of a margin. 
VTheir good looks had been their capital, and they had good- 
_ humouredly made the most of the career that this resource marked 
_ out for them It was in their faces, the blankness, the deep intellec- 
tual repose of the twenty years of country-house visiting that had 
given them pleasant intonations, I could see the sunny drawing- 
~ rooms, sprinkled with periodicals she didn’t read, in which Mrs. 
~ Monarch had continuously sat; I could see the wet shrubberies in 
which she had walked, equipped to admiration for either exercise. 
I could see the rich covers the Major had helped to shoot and the 
_ wonderful garments in which, late at night, he repaired to the 
; smoking-room to talk about them. I could imagine their leggings 
_ and waterproofs, their knowing tweeds and rugs, their rolls of 
sticks and cases of tackle and neat umbrellas; and I could evoke 


on eee 


the exact appearance of their servants and the compact variety of 

_ their luggage on the platforms of country stations. 

_/ They gave small tips, but they were liked; they didn’t do any- 
a. themselves, but they were welcome. They looked so well 
t everywhere; they gratified the general relish for stature, complex- 
jon and “form.” They knew it without fatuity or vulgarity, and 

4 they respected themselves in consequence. They weren’t super- 
ficial; they were thorough and kept themselves up—it had been 
their line. People with such a taste for activity had to have some 
line. I could feel how even in a dull house they could have been 
counted on for the joy of life. At present something had happened 
—it didn’t matter what, their little income had grown less, it had 
grown least—and they had to do something for pocket-money. 
Their friends could like them, I made out, without liking to sup- 
_ port them. There was something about them that represented V/ 
_credit—their clothes, their manners, their type; but if credit is a 
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large empty pocket in which an occasional chink réverbertaal ‘" 


the chink at least must be audible. What they wanted of me was — 
to help to make it so. Fortunately they had no children—I soon ~ 
divined that. They would also perhaps wish our relations to be 
kept secret: this was why it was “for the figure’—the reproduc- 
tion of the face would betray them. 

I liked them—TI felt, quite as their friends must have done— 
they were so simple; and I had no objection to them if they would 
suit. But somehow with all their perfections I didn’t easily be- 
lieve in them. After all they were amateurs, and the ruling passion 
of my life was the detestation of the amateur. Combined with this 
was another perversity—an innate preference for the represented 
subject over the real one: the defect of the real one was so apt to > 
be a lack of representation. I like things that appeared; then one 
was sure. Whether they were or not was a subordinate and almost — 
always a profitless question. There were other considerations, the 
first of which was that I already had two or three recruits in 
use, notably a young person with big feet, in alpaca, from Kilburn, 
who for a couple of years had come to me regularly for my illus- 
trations and with whom I was still—perhaps ignobly—satisfied. 
I frankly explained to my visitors how the case stood, but they 
had taken more precautions than I supposed. They had reasoned 


out their opportunity, for Claude Rivet had told them of the pro- 


jected édition de luxe of one of the writers of our day—the rarest 
of the novelists—who, long neglected by the multitudinous vulgar 


and dearly prized by the attentive (need I mention Philip Vin- 


cent?) had had the happy fortune of seeing, late in life, the dawn 


and then the full light of a higher criticism; an estimate in which . 


on the part of the public there was something really of expiation. 
The edition preparing, planned by a publisher of taste, was prac- 
tically an act of high reparation; the wood-cuts with which it was 
to be enriched were the homage of English art to one of the most 
independent representatives of English letters. Major and Mrs. 
Monarch confessed to me they had hoped I might be able to work 
them into my branch of the enterprise. They knew I was to do the ~ 
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Pa first of the books, “Rutland Ramsay,” but I had to make clear 
to them that my participation in the rest of the affair—this first 
book was to be a test—must depend on the satisfaction I should 
give. If this should be limited my employers would drop me with 
scarce common forms. It was therefore a crisis for me, and natu- 
rally I was making special preparations, looking about for new 
people, should they be necessary, and securing the best types. I 
admitted however that I should like to settle down to two or three 
good models who would do for everything. 

“Should we have often to—a—put on special clothes?” Mrs. 
Monarch timidly demanded. 

“Dear yes—that’s half the business.” 

“And should we be expected to supply our own costumes?” 

“Oh no; I’ve got a lot of things. A painter’s models put on— 
or put off—anything he likes.” 

“And you mean—a—the same?” 

“The same?” 

Mrs. Monarch looked at her husband again. 

“Qh she was just wondering,” he explained, “if the costumes 
are in general use.” I had to confess that they were, and I men- 
tioned further that some of them—TI had a lot of genuine greasy 
last-century things—had served their time, a hundred years ago, 
on living world-stained men and women; on figures not perhaps 
so far removed, in that vanished world, from their type, the Mon- 
 archs’, quoi! of a breeched and bewigged age. “We'll put on any- 
thing that fits,” said the Major. 

“Oh I arrange that—they fit in the pictures.” 

“T’m afraid I should do better for the modern books. I’d come 
as you like,” said Mrs. Monarch. 

“She has got a lot of clothes at home: they might do for con- 
temporary life,” her husband continued. 

“Qh I can fancy scenes in which you’d be quite natural.” And 
indeed I could see the slipshod rearrangements of stale properties 
the stories I tried to produce pictures for without the exaspera- 
tion of reading them—whose sandy tracts the good lady might 
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help to people. But I had to return to the fact that for this pis, oe 


\ 


“> 


of work—the daily mechanical grind—I was already equipped: 
the people I was working with were fully adequate. 

“We only thought we might be more like some characters,” said 
Mrs. Monarch mildly, getting up. 

Her husband also rose; he stood looking at me with a dim wist- 
fulness that was touching in so fine a man. ‘““Wouldn’t it be rather 
a pull sometimes to have—a—to have—?” He hung fire; he 
wanted me to help him by phrasing what he meant. But I couldn’t 


—I didn’t know. So he brought it out awkwardly: ‘The real — 


“thing; a gentleman, you know, or a lady.” I was quite ready to 
give a general assent—I admitted that there was a great deal in 
that. This encouraged Major Monarch to say, following up his 
appeal with an unacted gulp: “It’s awfully hard—we’ve tried 
everything.” The gulp was communicative; it proved too much for 
his wife. Before I knew it Mrs. Monarch had dropped again upon a 
divan and burst into tears. Her husband sat down beside her, hold- 
ing one of her hands; whereupon she quickly dried her eyes with 
the other, while I felt embarrassed as she looked up at me. “‘There 
isn’t a confounded job I haven’t applied for—waited for—prayed 
for. You can fancy we’d be pretty bad first. Secretaryships and 
that sort of thing? You might as well ask for a peerage. I’d be any- 
thing—I’m strong; a messenger or a coalheaver. I’d put on a gold- 
laced cap and open carriage-doors in front of the haberdasher’s; 
I’d hang about a station to carry portmanteaux; I’d be a postman. 
But they won’t look at you; there are thousands as good as your- 
self already on the ground. Gentlemen, poor beggars, who’ve 


drunk their wine, who’ve kept their hunters!” \ 
I was as reassuring as I knew how to be, and my visitors were - 


presently on their feet again while, for the experiment, we agreed 
on an hour. We were discussing it when the door opened and Miss 
Churm came in with a wet umbrella. Miss Churm had to take the 


omnibus to Maida Vale and then walk half a mile. She looked a ~ 


trifle blowsy and slightly splashed. I scarcely ever saw her come 


in without thinking afresh how odd it was that, being so little in | 


herself, she should yet be so much in others. She was a meagre 
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j little Miss Churm, but was such an ample heroine of romance. She — 3 

_ was only a freckled cockney, but she could represent everything, \ 

_ from a fine lady to a shepherdess; she had the faculty as she might 
have had a fine voice or long hair. She couldn’t spell and she loved 
beer, but she had two or three “points,” and practice, and a knack, 

and mother-wit, and a whimsical sensibility, and a love of the 

theatre, and seven sisters, and not an ounce of respect, especially 
for the #. The first thing my visitors saw was that her umbrella 
was wet, and in their spotless perfection they visibly winced at it. 
The rain had come on since their arrival. 

“T’m all in a soak; there was a mess of people in the ’bus. I wish 
you lived near a stytion,” said Miss Churm. 1 requested her to get 
ready as quickly as possible, and she passed into the room in 
which she always changed her dress. But before going out she 
asked me what she was to get into this time. 

“Tt’s the Russian princess, don’t you know?” I answered; “the 
one with the ‘golden eyes,’ in black velvet, for the long thing in 
the Cheapside.” 

“Golden eyes? I say/” cried Miss Churm, while my companions 
watched her with intensity as she withdrew. She always arranged 
herself, when she was late, before I could turn round; and I kept 
my visitors a little on purpose, so that.they might get an idea, from 
seeing her, what would be expected of themselves. I mentioned 
that she was quite my notion of an excellent model—she was 
really very clever. 

~ “Do you think she looks like a Russian princess?” Major Mon-— 
arch asked with lurking alarm. 

“When I make her, yes.” 

“Oh if you have to make her—!” he reasoned, not without 
point. 

“That’s the most you can ask. There are so many who are not 
makeable.” 

“Well now, here’s a lady”—and with a persuasive smile he 

_ passed his arm into his wife’s—‘“‘who’s already made!” 

— “Oh I’m not a Russian princess,” Mrs. Monarch protested a 

ale coldly. I could see she had known some and didn’t like them. _ 
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There at once was a complication of a kind I never had to fear 
with Miss Churm. 

This young lady came back in black velvet—the gown was 
rather rusty and very low on her lean shoulders—and with a 
Japanese fan in her red hands. I reminded her that in the scene 
I was doing she had to look over some one’s head. “I forget whose 
it is; but it doesn’t matter. Just look over a head.” 

“T’d rather look over a stove,” said Miss Churm; and she took 
her station near the fire. She fell into position, settled herself into 
a tall attitude, gave a certain backward inclination to her head 
anda certain forward droop to her fan, and looked, at least to my 
prejudiced sense, distinguished and charming, foreign and danger- 
ous. We left her looking so while I went downstairs with Major 
and Mrs. Monarch. 

“T believe I could come about as near it as that,” said Mrs. 
Monarch. 

“Oh you think she’s shabby, but you must allow for the 
alchemy of art.” 

However, they went off with an evident increase of comfort 
founded on their demonstrable advantage in being the real thing. 
I could fancy them shuddering over Miss Churm. She was very 
droll about them when I went back, for I told her what they 
wanted. 

“Well, if ske can sit I'll tyke to book-keeping,” said my model. 

“She’s very ladylike,” I replied as an innocent form of aggra- 
vation. 

“So much the worse for you. That means she can’t turn round.” 

“She’ll do for the fashionable novels.” 

“Oh yes, she’ll do for them!” my model humorously declared. 
“Ain’t they bad enough without her?” I had often sociably de- 
nounced them to Miss Churm. 
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Ir was for the elucidation of a mystery in one of these works that 
I first tried Mrs. Monarch. Her husband came with her, to be use- 
ful if necessary—it was sufficiently clear that as a general thing 
he would prefer to come with her. At first I wondered if this were 
for “propriety’s” sake—if he were going to be jealous and med- 
dling. The idea was too tiresome, and if it had been confirmed it 
would speedily have brought our acquaintance to a close. But I 
soon saw there was nothing in it and that if he accompanied Mrs. 
Monarch it was—in addition to the chance of being wanted— 
simply because he had nothing else to do.-When they were sep- 
arate his occupation was gone and they never had been separate. 
I judged rightly that in their awkward situation their close union 
was their main comfort and that this union had no weak spot. It 
was a real marriage, an encouragement to the hesitating, a nut for 
pessimists to crack. Their address was humble—I remember after- 
wards thinking it had been the only thing about them that was 
really professional—and I could fancy the lamentable lodgings 
in which the Major would have been left alone. He could sit there 
more or less grimly with his wife—he couldn’t sit there anyhow 
without her. 

He had too much tact to try and make himself agreeable when 
he couldn’t be useful; so when I was too absorbed in my work to 
talk he simply sat and waited. But I liked to hear him talk—it 
made my work, when not interrupting it, less mechanical, less 
special. To listen to him was to combine the excitement of going 


out with the economy of staying at home. There was only one hin- 


drance—that I seemed not to know any of the people this brilliant 
couple had known. I think he wondered extremely, during the 
term of our intercourse, whom the deuce I did know. He hadn’t a 
stray sixpence of an idea to fumble for, so we didn’t spin it very 
fine; we confined ourselves to questions of leather and even of 
liquor—saddlers and breeches-makers and how to get excellent . 
claret cheap—and matters like “good trains” and the habits of 
small game. His lore on these last subjects was astonishing—he 


PPR ee Tes een ee a MEP iy ee 






im SOM ne DeSean ie a ale re c. aise 
aie is) SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES  —™S 2 
managed to interweave the station-master with the ornithologist. — 
When he couldn’t talk about greater things he could talk cheer- 
fully about smaller, and since I couldn’t accompany him into rem- 
iniscences of the fashionable world he could lower the conversa- 
tion without a visible effort to my level. 
So earnest a desire to please was touching in a man who could 
«so easily have knocked one down. He looked after the fire and 
had an opinion on the draught of the stove without my asking him, 
and I could see that he thought many of my arrangements not 
half knowing. I remember telling him that if I were only rich I'd 
“offer him a salary to come and teach me how to live. Sometimes 
he gave a random sigh of which the essence might have been: 
“Give me even such a bare old barrack as this, and I’d do some- 
thing with it!”” When I wanted to use him he came alone; which 
was an illustration of the superior courage of women. His wife 
could bear her solitary second floor, and she was in general more 
discreet; showing by various small reserves that she was alive to / 
‘the propriety of keeping our relations markedly professional— } 
not letting them slide into sociability. She wished it to remain — 
clear that she and the Major were employed, not cultivated, and 
if she approved of me as a superior, who could be kept in his place, | 
she never thought me quite good enough for an equal. 
She sat with great intensity, giving the whole of her mind to 
it, and was capable of remaining for an hour almost as motionless 
as before a photographer’s lens. I could see she had been photo- 
graphed often, but somehow the very habit that made her good 
- for that purpose unfitted her for mine. At first I was extremely — 
pleased with her ladylike air, and it was a satisfaction, on coming 
to follow her lines, to see how good they were and how far they 
\ could lead the pencil. But after a little skirmishing I began to find 
her too insurmountably stiff; do what I would with it my drawing 
looked like a photograph or a copy of a photograph. Her figure 
“had no variety of expression—she herself had no sense of vari- 
\ ety. You may say that this was my business and was only a ques- 
tion of placing her. Yet I placed her in every conceivable position 
and she managed to obliterate their differences. She was always a 








lady a a and into the bargain was always the same lady. 
She was the real thing, but always the : same . thing, There were mo- 


ments when I rather writhed under the serenity of her confidence 
that she was the real thing. All her dealings with me and all her 


_ husband’s were an implication that this was lucky for me. Mean- 


“- 


while I found myself trying to invent types that approached her 


own, instead of making her own transform itself—in the clever | 


way that was not impossible for instance to poor Miss Churm. 


Arrange as I would and take the precautions I would, she always 
came out, in my pictures, too tall—landing me in the dilemma of 
having represented a fascinating woman as seven feet high, which 


- (out of respect perhaps to my own very much scantier inches) 


was far from my idea of such a personage. 
The case was worse with the Major—nothing I could do would 


_ keep im down, so that he became useful only for the representa- 


tion of brawny giants.) \I adored variety and range, I cherished 


- human accidents, the illustrative note; I wanted to characterise 


7 





closely, and the thing i in the world I most hated was the danger of 
being ridden by a type! I had quarrelled with some of my friends 
about it; I had parted company with them for maintaining 
that one kad to be, and that if the type was beautiful—wit- 
ness Raphael and Leonardo—the servitude was only a gain. I was 
neither Leonardo nor Raphael—I might only be a presumptuous 
young modern searcher; but I held that everything was to be sac- 
rificed sooner than character. When they claimed that the ob- 
sessional form could easily be character I retorted, perhaps super- 


ficially, “Whose?” It couldn’t be everybody’s—it might end in — 


being nobody’s. 

After I had drawn Mrs. one a dozen times I felt surer even 
than before that the value of such a model as Miss Churm re- 
sided precisely in the fact that she had no positive stamp, com- 


bined of course with the other fact that what she did have was a 


curious and inexplicable talent for imitation. Her usual appear- 
ance was like a curtain which she could draw up at request for 
a capital performance. This performance was simply suggestive; 
ut it was a word to the wise—it was vivid and pretty. Sometimes 
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even I thought it, though she was plain herself, too insipidly 
pretty; I made it a reproach to her that the figures drawn from 
her were monotonously (bétement, as we used to say) graceful. 
Nothing made her more angry; it was so much her pride to feel 
she could sit for characters that had nothing in common with each 
other. She would accuse me at such moments of taking away her 
“reputytion.” 

It suffered a certain shrinkage, this queer quantity, from the 
repeated visits of my new friends. Miss Churm was greatly in de- 
mand, never in want of employment, so I had no scruple in putting 
her off occasionally, to try them more at my ease. It was certainly 
amusing at first to do the real thing—it was amusing to do Major 
Monarch’s trousers. They were the real thing, even if he did come 
out colossal. It was amusing to do his wife’s back hair—it was so 
mathematically neat—and the particular ‘‘smart” tension of her 
tight stays. She lent herself especially to positions in which the 
face was somewhat averted or blurred; she abounded in ladylike 
back views and profils perdus. When sie stood erect she took nat- 
urally one of the attitudes in which court-painters represent 
queens and princesses; so that I found myself wondering whether, 
to draw out this accomplishment, I couldn’t get the editor of the 
Cheapside to publish a really royal romance, “A Tale of Bucking- 


‘ham Palace.” Sometimes however the real thing and the make- 


believe came into contact; by which I mean that Miss Churm, 
keeping an appointment or coming to make one on days when I 
had much work in hand, encountered her invidious rivals. The 
encounter was not on their part, for they noticed her no more than 
if she had been the housemaid; -not from intentional loftiness, 
but simply because as yet, professionally, they didn’t know how 
to fraternise, as I could imagine they would have liked—or at 
least that the Major would. They couldn’t talk about the omnibus 
—they always walked; and they didn’t know what else to try— 
she wasn’t interested in good trains or cheap claret. Besides, they 


must have felt—in the air—that she was amused at them, secretly 


derisive of their ever knowing how. She wasn’t a person to conceal 
the limits of her faith if she had had a chance to show them. On 
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, the other hand Mrs. Monarch didn’t think her tidy; for why else 
_ did she take pains to say to me—it was going out of the way, for 
Mrs. Monarch—that she didn’t like dirty women? 
‘4 One day when my young lady happened to be present with my 
other sitters—she even dropped in, when it was convenient, for a 
\‘chat—I asked her to be so good as to lend a hand in getting tea, 
a service with which she was familiar and which was one of a 
class that, living as I did in a small way, with slender domestic 
resources, I often appealed to my models to render. They liked 
to lay hands on my property, to break the sitting, and sometimes 
the china—it made them feel Bohemian. The next time I saw 
Miss Churm after this incident she surprised me greatly by mak- 
ing a scene about it—she accused me of having wished to humili- 
ate her. She hadn’t resented the outrage at the time, but had 
seemed obliging and amused, enjoying the comedy of asking Mrs. 
Monarch, who sat vague and silent, whether she would have cream 
and sugar, and putting an exaggerated simper into the question. 
/ She had tried intonations—as if she too wished to pass for the real 
/thing—till I was afraid my other visitors would take offence. 
Oh they were determined not to do this, and their touching 
patience was the measure of their great need. They would sit by 
the hour, uncomplaining, till I was ready to use them; they would 
~ come back on the chance of being wanted and would walk away 
cheerfully if it failed. I used to go to the door with them to see 
in what magnificent order they retreated. I tried to find other 
employment for them—I introduced them to several artists. But 
they didn’t “take,” for reasons I could appreciate, and I became 
rather anxiously aware that after such disappointments they fell 
back upon me with a heavier weight. They did me the honour to 
think me most their form. They weren’t romantic enough for the 
painters, and in those days there were few serious workers in 
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black-and-white. Besides, they had an eye to the great job I had \ 


mentioned to them—they had secretly set their hearts on supply- 


ing the right essence for my pictorial vindication of our fine | 


novelist. They knew that for this undertaking I should want no 
costume-effects, none of the frippery of past ages—that it was a 
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- case in which everything would be he ee and inte 


and presumably genteel. If I could work them into it their future 
would be assured, for the labour would of course be long and the 
| occupation steady. 

One day Mrs. Monarch came without her husband—she ex- 
plained his absence by his having had to go to the City. While she 
sat there in her usual relaxed majesty there came at the door a 
knock which I immediately recognised as the subdued appeal of 
a model out of work. It was followed by the entrance of a young 
man whom I at once saw to be a foreigner and who proved in fact _ 
an Italian acquainted with no English word but my name, which 
he uttered in a way that made it seem to include all others. I 
hadn’t then visited his country, nor was I proficient in his tongue; 
but as he was not so meanly constituted—what Italian is?—as to 
depend only on that member for expression he conveyed to me, in 
familiar but graceful mimicry, that he was in search of exactly the 
employment in which the lady before me was engaged. I was not 
struck with him at first, and while I continued to draw I dropped 
few signs of interest or encouragement. He stood his ground how- 
ever—not importunately, but with a dumb dog-like fidelity in his 
eyes that amounted to innocent impudence, the manner of a de- 
voted servant—he might have been in the house for years—un- 
justly suspected. Suddenly it struck me that this very attitude 
and expression made a picture; whereupon I told him to sit down 
and wait till I should be free. There was another picture in the 
way he obeyed me, and I observed as I worked that there were 
others still in the way he looked wonderingly, with his head 
thrown back, about the high studio. He might have been crossing 
himself in Saint Peter’s. Before I finished I said to myself “The © 
fellow’s a bankrupt orange-monger, but a treasure.” 

When Mrs. Monarch withdrew he passed across the room like 
a flash to open the door for her, standing there with the rapt pure 
gaze of the young Dante spellbound by the young Beatrice. As I 
never insisted, in such situations, on the blankness of the British 
domestic, I reflected that he had the making of a servant—andI | 
needed one, but couldn’t pay him to be only that—as well as of a _ 
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_Mhodel; in short I resolved to adopt my bright adventurer if he 


would agree to officiate in the double capacity. He jumped at my 


> + 
ye ee 


offer, and in the event my rashness—for I had really known noth- 
ing about him—wasn’t brought home to me. He proved a sym- 
pathetic though a desultory ministrant, and had in a wonderful 
degree the sentiment de la_pose. It was uncultivated, instinctive, 
4 part of the happy instinct that had guided him to my door and 
helped him to spell out my name on the card nailed to it. He had 
had no other introduction to me than a guess, from the shape of 
my high north window, seen outside, that my place was a studio 
and that as a studio it would contain an artist. He had wandered 
to England in search of fortune, like other itinerants, and had em- 
barked, with a partner and a small green hand-cart, on the sale of 
penny ices. The ices had melted away and the partner had dis- 
solved in their train. My young man wore tight yellow trousers 
with reddish stripes and his name was Oronte. He was sallow but 
fair, and when I put him into some old clothes of my own he 
looked like an Englishman. He was as good as Miss Churm, who 
could look, when requested, like an Italian. 


IV 


I taovcut Mrs. Monarch’s face slightly convulsed when, on 
her coming back with her husband, she found Oronte installed. 
It was strange to have to recognise in a scrap of a lazzarone a 





2 


competitor to her magnificent Major. It was she who scented \/ 


danger first, for the Major was anecdotically unconscious. But 


Oronte gave us tea, with a hundred eager confusions—he had 
never been concerned in so queer a process—and I think she 


- thought better of me for having at last an “establishment.” They 
saw a couple of drawings that I had made of the establishment, 


and Mrs. Monarch hinted that it never would have struck her he 


+ 


had sat for them. “(Now the drawings you make from ws, they look 4 * 


exactly like us,” she reminded me, smiling in triumph; and I . 


recognised that this was indeed just their defect. When I drew” 
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the Monarchs I couldn’t anyhow get away from them—get into 
the character I wanted to represent; and I hadn’t the least desire 
“my model should be discoverable in my picture.’ Miss Churm 
never was, and Mrs. Monarch thought I hid her, very properly, 
because she was vulgar; whereas if she was lost it was only as the 
dead who go to heaven are lost—in the gain of an angel the more. 

By this time I had got a certain start with “Rutland Ramsay,” 
the first novel in the great projected series; that is I had produced 
a dozen drawings, several with the help of the Major and his wife, 
and I had sent them in for approval. My understanding with the 
publishers, as I have already hinted, had been that I was to be 
left to do my work, in this particular case, as I liked, with the 
whole book committed to me; but my connexion with the rest 
of the series was only contingent. There were moments when, 
frankly, it was a comfort to have the real thing under one’s hand; 
for there were characters in “Rutland Ramsay” that were very 
much like it. There were people presumably as erect as the Major 
and women of as good a fashion as Mrs. Monarch. There was a 
great deal of country-house life—treated, it is true, in a fine fanci- 
ful ironical generalised way—and there was a considerable impli- 
cation of knickerbockers and kilts. There were certain things I 
had to settle at the outset; such things for instance as the exact 
appearance of the hero and the particular bloom and figure of the 
heroine. The author of course gave me a lead, but there was a 
margin for interpretation. I took the Monarchs into my confi- 
dence, I told them frankly what I was about, I mentioned my 
embarrassments and alternatives. “Oh take him!” Mrs. Monarch 
murmured sweetly, looking at her husband; and ‘What could you 
want better than my wife?” the Major enquired with the comfort- 
able candour that now prevailed between us. 

I wasn’t obliged to answer these remarks—I was only obliged 
to place my sitters. I wasn’t easy in mind, and I postponed a little 
timidly perhaps the solving of my question. The book was a large 
canvas, the other figures were numerous, and I worked off at first 
some of the episodes in which the hero and the heroine were not 
concerned. When once I had set them up I should have to stick 
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to them—I couldn’t make my young man seven feet high in one 
place and five feet nine in another. I inclined on the whole to the 
latter measurement, though the Major more than once reminded 
me that /e looked about as young as any one. It was indeed quite 
possible to arrange him, for the figure, so that it would have been 
difficult to detect his age. After the spontaneous Oronte had been 
with me a month, and after I had given him to understand several 
times over that his native exuberance would presently constitute 
an insurmountable barrier to our further intercourse, I waked to 
a sense of his heroic capacity. He was only five feet seven, but the 
remaining inches were latent. I tried him almost secretly at first, 
for I was really rather afraid of the judgement my other models 
would pass on such a choice. If they regarded Miss Churm as little 
better than a snare what would they think of the representation 
by a person so little the real thing as an Italian street-vendor of a 
protagonist formed by a public school? 

If I went a little in fear of them it wasn’t because they bullied 
me, because they had got an oppressive foothold, but because in 
their really pathetic decorum and mysteriously permanent new- 
ness they counted on me so intensely. I was therefore very glad’ 


when Jack Hawley came home: he was always of such good coun- / 
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sel. He painted badly himself, but there was no one like him for/ 


putting his finger on the place. He had been absent from England 
for a year; he had been somewhere—I don’t remember where—to 
get a fresh eye. I was in a good deal of dread of any such organ, 
but we were old friends; he had been away for months and a sense 
of emptiness was creeping into my life. I hadn’t dodged a missile 
for a year. 

He came back with a fresh eye, but with the same old black 
velvet blouse, and the first evening he spent in my studio we 
smoked cigarettes till the small hours. He had done no work him- 
self, he had only got the eye; so the field was clear for the pro- 
duction of my little things. He wanted to see what I had produced 
for the Cheapside, but he was disappointed in the exhibition. That 


at least seemed the meaning of two or three comprehensive groans 


‘ 


_ which, as he lounged on my big divan, his leg folded under him, 
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looking at my latest Hib issued from his lips with ‘he PENS, aa 
of the cigarette. 
“What’s the matter with you?” I asked. 
“What’s the matter with you?” 
“Nothing save that I’m mystified.” 
“You are indeed. You’re quite off the hinge. What’s the mean- 
ing of this new fad?” And he tossed me, with visible irreverence, 
a drawing in which I happened to have depicted both my elegant 
models. I asked if he didn’t think it good, and he replied that it 
struck him as execrable, given the sort of thing I had always rep- 
resented myself to him as wishing to arrive at; but I let that pass 
—I was so anxious to see exactly what he meant. The two figures 
in the picture looked colossal, but I supposed this was mot what 
he meant, inasmuch as, for aught he knew to the conttary, I might 
have been trying for some such effect. I maintained that I was 
working exactly in the same way as when he last had done me the 
honour to tell me I might do something some day. ‘‘Well, there’s 
a screw loose somewhere,” he answered; “wait a bit and I'll dis- 
cover it.” I depended upon him to do so: where else was the fresh 
eye? But he produced at last nothing more luminous than ‘TI don’t 
\Vknow—I don’t like your types.” This was lame for a critic who __ 
had never consented to discuss with me anything but the question 
of execution, the direction of strokes and the mystery of values. 
“In the drawings you’ve been looking at I think my types are. 
very handsome.” 
“Oh they won’t do!” 
“T’ve been working with new models.” 
“T see you have. They won’t do.” ; 
“Are you very sure of that?” 
“Absolutely—they’ re stupid.” 
\ “You mean J am—for I ought to get round that.” ” 
“You can’t—with such people. | \Who are they?” : 
I told him, so far as was necessary, and he concluded heart- 
. lessly: “‘Ce sont des gens qu’il faut mettre a la porte.” 
“You’ve never seen them; they’re awfully good”—I Hen to 
; their defence. 
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“Not seen them? 

pieces with them. It’s all I want to see of them.” 

f “No one else has said anything against it—the Cheapside people 
are pleased.” 

“Every one else is an ass, and the Cheapside people the biggest 
asses of all. Come, don’t pretend at this time of day to have 
pretty illusions about the public, especially about publishers and 
editors. It’s not for suck animals you work—it’s for those who 
know, coloro che sanno; so keep straight for me if you can’t keep 
straight for yourself. There was a certain sort of thing you used 
to try for—and a very good thing it was. But this twaddle isn’t in 
it.’ When I talked with Hawley later about “Rutland Ramsay” 
and its possible successors he declared that I must get back into 
my boat again or I should go to the bottom. His voice in short was _. 
the voice of warning. 


I noted the warning, but I didn’t turn my friends out of doors. — ssh 


They bored me a good deal; but the very fact that they bored 

me admonished me not to sacrifice them—if there was anything 

to be done with them—simply to irritation. As I look back at this 
_ phase they seem to me to have pervaded my life not a little. I have 
a vision of them as most of the time in my studio, seated against 
the wall on an old velvet bench to be out of the way, and resem- 
pling the while a pair of patient courtiers in a royal ante-chamber. 
- Tm convinced that during the coldest weeks of the winter they 
held their ground because it saved them fire. Their newness was, 
 Josing its gloss, and it was impossible not to feel them objects of» 
charity. Whenever Miss Churm arrived they went away, and after 
I was fairly launched in “Rutland Ramsay” Miss Churm arrived 
pretty often. They managed to express to me tacitly that they 
supposed I wanted her for the low life of the book, and I let them 
suppose it, since they had attempted to study the work—it was 
lying about the studio—without discovering that it dealt only 
‘with the highest circles. They had dipped into the most brilliant\ 
of our novelists without deciphering many passages. I still took 
an hour from them, now and again, in spite of Jack Hawley’s 
warning: it would be time enough to dismiss them, if dismissal 
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should be necessary, when the rigour of the season was over. Haw- 


ley had made their acquaintance—he had met them at my fireside 
—and thought them a ridiculous pair. Learning that he was a 
painter they tried to approach him, to show him too that they 
were the real thing; but he looked at them, across the big room, as 


if they were miles away: they were a compendium of everything 


he most objected to in the social system of his country. Such peo- 
ple as that, all convention and patent-leather, with ejaculations 
that stopped conversation, had no business in a studio. A studio 
was a place to learn to see, and how could you see through a pair 
of feather-beds? 

The main inconvenience I suffered at their hands was that at 
first I was shy of letting it break upon them that my artful little 
servant had begun to sit to me for “Rutland Ramsay.” They knew 
I had been odd enough—they were prepared by this time to allow 
oddity to artists—to pick a foreign vagabond out of the streets 
when I might have had a person with whiskers and credentials; 
but it was some time before they learned how high I rated his 
accomplishments. They found him in an attitude more than once, 
but: they never doubted I was doing him as an organ-grinder. 
There were several things they never guessed, and one of them 
was that for a striking scene in the novel, in which a footman 
briefly figured, it occurred to me to make use of Major Monarch 
as the menial. I kept putting this off, I didn’t like to ask him to 
don the livery—besides the difficulty of finding a livery to fit him. 
At last, one day late in the winter, when I was at work on the 
despised Oronte, who caught one’s idea on the wing, and was in 


_the glow of feeling myself go very straight, they came.in, the 


rae 


- Major and his wife, with their society laugh about nothing \(there 
was less and less to laugh at); came in like country-callers—they eo 


always reminded me of that—who have walked across the park 
after church and are presently persuaded to stay to luncheon../ 
Luncheon was over, but they could stay to tea—I knew they 
wanted it. The fit was on me, however, and I couldn’t let my ar- 
dour cool and my work wait, with the fading daylight, while my 


model prepared it. So I asked Mrs. Monarch if she would mindy ) 
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\ laying it out—a request which for an instant brought all the blood 
to her face. Her eyes were on her husband’s for a second, and 
some mute telegraphy passed between them. Their folly was over 
the next instant; his cheerful shrewdness put an end to it. So far 
from pitying their wounded pride, I must add, I was moved to 
give it as complete a lesson as I could. They bustled about to- 
gether and got out the cups and saucers and made the kettle boil. 

I know they felt as if they were waiting on my servant, and when 
the tea was prepared I said: “He’ll have a cup, please—he’s 
tired.” Mrs. Monarch brought him one where he stood, and he 
took it from her as if he had been a gentleman at.a party squeez- 
ing a crush-hat with an elbow. 

~ Then it came over me that she had made a great effort for me— 

( made it with a kind of nobleness—and that I owed her a compen- 
sation. Each time I saw her after this I wondered what the com- 
pensation could be. I couldn’t go on doing the wrong thing to 
oblige them. Oh it was the wrong thing, the stamp of the work 
for which they sat—Hawley was not the only person to say it now. 

I sent in a large number of the drawings I had made for “Rutland 
Ramsay,” and I received a warning that was more to the point 
than Hawley’s. The artistic adviser of the house for which I was 
working was of opinion that many of my illustrations were not 
what had been looked for. Most of these illustrations were the sub- 
jects in which the Monarchs had figured. Without going into the 
question of what had been looked for, I had to face the fact that at 
this rate I shouldn’t get the other books to do. I hurled myself in 
despair on Miss Churm—I put her through all her paces. I not 
only adopted Oronte publicly as my hero, but one morning when 
the Major looked in to see if I didn’t require him to finish a 
Cheapside figure for which he had begun to sit the week before, 
I told him I had changed my mind—I’d do the drawing from my 
man. At this my visitor turned pale and stood looking at me. “ls 
he your idea of an English gentleman?” he asked. 
I was disappointed, I was nervous, I wanted to get on with my , 
work; so I replied with irritation: “Oh my dear Major—I can’t WA 
be ruined for you!” 
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It was a horrid speech, but he stood another inom caves 
which, without a word, he quitted the studio. I drew a long breath, 
for I said to myself that I shouldn’t see him again. I hadn’t told 
him definitely that I was in danger of having my work rejected, 


but I was vexed at his not having felt the catastrophe in the air, 


read with me the moral of our fruitless collaboration, the lesson 


that in the deceptive atmosphere of art even the highest respecta- 
bility may fail of being plastic. 


I didn’t owe my friends money, but I did see them again. They. 
reappeared together three days later, and, given all the other facts, 
there was something tragic in that one. It was a clear proof the 
could find nothing else in life to do. They had threshed the matter 
out in a dismal conference—they had digested the bad news that 
they were not in for the series. If they weren’t useful to me even 
for the Cheapside their function seemed difficult to determine, 
and I could only judge at first that they had come, forgivingly, 
decorously, to take a last leave. This made me rejoice in secret 
that I had little leisure for a scene; for I had placed both my other 
models in position together and I was pegging away at a drawing 
from which I hoped to derive glory. It had been suggested by the 
passage in which Rutland Ramsay, drawing up a chair to Arte- 
misia’s piano-stool, says extraordinary things to her while she 
ostensibly fingers out a difficult piece of music. I had done Miss 
Churm at the piano before—it was an attitude in which she knew 
how to take on an absolutely poetic grace. I wished the two figures 
to “compose” together with intensity, and my little Italian had 
entered perfectly into my conception. The pair were vividly be- 
fore me, the piano had been pulled out; it was a charming show of 
blended youth and murmured love, which I had only to catch and 
keep. My visitors stood and looked at it, and I was friendly to 
them over my shoulder. 

They made no response, but I was used to silent company and 
went on with my work, only a little disconcerted—even though 
exhilarated by the sense that this was at least the ideal thing— 
at not having got rid of them after all. Presently I heard Mrs. 
Monarch’s sweet voice beside or rather above me: “I wish her | 
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_/ hair were a little better done.” I looked up and she was staring 
with a strange fixedness at Miss Churm, whose back was turned 


to her. “Do you mind my just touching it?” she went on—a ques-. 


tion which made me spring up for an instant as with the instinc- 
tive fear that she might do the young lady a harm. But she quieted 
me with a glance I shall never forget—I confess I should like 
to have, been able to paint ¢hat—and went for a moment to 
my model. She spoke to her softly, laying a hand on her shoulder 
and bending over her; and as the girl, understanding, gratefully 
assented, she disposed her rough curls, with a few quick passes, in 
such a way as to make Miss Churm’s head twice as charming. It 
was one of the most heroic personal services I’ve ever seen ren- 
dered. Then Mrs. Monarch turned away with a low sigh and, look- 
ing about her as if for something to do, stooped to the floor with a 


noble humility and picked up a dirty rag that had dropped out of | 


my paint-box. 
The Major meanwhile had also been looking for something to 
do, and, wandering to the other end of the studio, saw before him 


my breakfast-things neglected, unremoved. “T say, can’t I be use-\ 


ful kere?” he called out to me with an irrepressible quaver. I as- 
sented with a laugh that I fear was awkward, and for the next ten 


minutes, while I worked, I heard the light clatter of china and the © 


tinkle of spoons and glass. Mrs. Monarch assisted her husband— 
they washed up my crockery, they put it away. They wandered 
off into my little scullery, and I afterwards found that they had 


~ cleaned my knives and that my slender stock of plate had an un- | 


precedented surface. When it came over me, the latent eloquence 
* of what they were doing, I confess that my drawing was blurred 
for a moment—the picture swam) They had accepted their failure, 
but they couldn’t accept their fate.) They had bowed their heads 

in bewilderment to the perverse_and cruel law in virtue of which 

the real thing could be ‘so much less precious than the unreal; but 
: they didn’t want to starve. If my servants were my models, then 
my models might be my servants. They would reverse the parts— 
the others would sit for the ladies and gentlemen and they would 
do the work. They would still be in the studio—it was an intense 
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dumb appeal to me not to turn them out. “Take us on,” they 
2 wanted to say—‘‘we’ll do anything.” ‘fo 
: My pencil dropped from my hand; my sitting was spoiled and 
I got rid of my sitters, who were also evidently rather mystified 
and awestruck. Then, alone with the Major and his wife I had a 
most uncomfortable moment. He put their prayer into a single 
sentence: “I say, you know—just let us do for you, can’t you?” 
I couldn’t—it was dreadful to see them emptying my slops; but I - 
pretended I could, to oblige them, for about a week. Then I gave — 
_ them a sum of money to go away, and I never saw them again. I | 
_ obtained the remaining books, but my friend Hawley repeats that 
\ Major and Mrs. Monarch did me a permanent harm, got me into 
\ false ways. If it be true I’m content to have paid the price—for 
the memory. 
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I HAD simply, I suppose, a change of heart, and it must have be- 
gun when I received my manuscript back from Mr. Pinhorn. Mr. 
Pinhorn was my “chief,” as he was called in the office: he had 
accepted the high mission of bringing the paper up. This was a 
weekly periodical, which had been supposed to be almost past 
redemption when he took hold of it. It was Mr. Deedy who had 
- let the thing down so dreadfully: he was never mentioned in the 
office now save in connexion with that misdemeanour. Young as I 
was I had been in a manner taken over from Mr. Deedy, who had 
been owner as well as editor; forming part of a promiscuous lot, 
mainly plant and office-furniture, which poor Mrs. Deedy, in her 
bereavement and depression, parted with at a rough valuation. 
\/I could account for my continuity but on the supposition that I 
had been cheap. I rather resented the practice of fathering all flat- 
ness on my late protector, who was in his unhonoured grave; but 
as I had my way to make I found matter enough for complacency 
in being on a “staff.” At the same time I was aware of my exposure 
to suspicion as a product of the old lowering system. This made me 
feel I was doubly bound to have ideas, and had doubtless been at 
the bottom of my proposing to Mr. Pinhorn that I should lay my 
lean hands on Neil Paraday. I remember how he looked at me— 
quite, to begin with, as if he had never heard of this celebrity, who 
indeed at that moment was my no means in the centre of the heav- 
ens; and even when I had knowingly explained he expressed but 
little confidence in the demand for any such stuff. When I had re- 
minded him that the great principle on which we were supposed ~ 
to work was just to create the demand we required, he considered 
a moment and then returned: “I see—you want to write him up.” 
67 
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“Call it that if you like.” 

“And what’s your inducement?” 

“Bless my soul—my admiration!” 

- Mr. Pinhorn pursed up his mouth, “Is there much to be done 
with him?” 

“Whatever there is we should have it all to ourselves, for he 
hasn’t been touched.” 

This argument was effective and Mr. Pinhorn responded. ‘‘Very 
well, touch him.” Then he added: “But where can you do it?” 

“Under the fifth rib!” 

Mr. Pinhorn stared. ‘““Where’s that?” 

“You want me to go down and see him?” I asked when I had 
enjoyed his visible search for the obscure suburb I seemed to have 
named. 

“T don’t ‘want’ anything—the proposal’s your own. But you 
must remember that that’s the way we do things now,” said Mr. 
Pinhorn with another dig at Mr. Deedy. 

Unregenerate as I was I could read the queer implications of 
this speech. The present owner’s superior virtue as well as his 





». deeper craft spoke in his reference to the late editor as one of 


- that baser sort who deal in false representations. Mr. Deedy would 
as soon have sent me to call on Neil Paraday as he would have 
_ published a “holiday-number”’; but such scruples presented them- 


selves as mere ignoble thrift to his successor, whose own sincerity 
took the form of ringing door-bells and whose definition of genius / 
was the art of finding people at home. It was as if Mr. Deedy had 
published reports without his young men’s having, as Pinhorn 
would have said, really been there. I was unregenerate, as I have 
hinted, and couldn’t be concerned to straighten out the journal- 
istic morals of my chief, feeling them indeed to be an abyss over 
the edge of which it was better not to peer. Really to be there this 
time moreover was a vision that made the idea of writing some- 
thing subtle about Neil Paraday only the more inspiring. I would 
be as considerate as even Mr. Deedy could have wished, and 

et I should be as present as only Mr. Pinhorn could conceive. 
My allusion to the sequestered manner in which Mr. Paraday 
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lived—it had formed part of my explanation, though I knew of it ‘ 
only by hearsay—was, I could divine, very much what had made | 
Mr. Pinhorn nibble. It struck him as inconsistent with the success 
‘of his paper that any one should be so sequestered as that. And 
then wasn’t an immediate exposure of everything just what the 
public wanted? \Mr. Pinhorn effectually called me to order by re- 
minding me of the promptness with which I had met Miss Braby 
at Liverpool on her return from her fiasco in the States. Hadn’t we 
published, while its freshness and flavour were unimpaired, Miss 
Braby’s own version of that great international episode? I felt 
somewhat uneasy at this lumping of the actress and the author, 
and I confess that after having enlisted Mr. Pinhorn’s sympathies 
I procrastinated a little. I had succeeded better than I wished, 
and I had, as it happened, work nearer at hand. A few days later 
I called on Lord Crouchley and carried off in triumph the most 
unintelligible statement that had yet appeared of his lordship’s 
reasons for his change of front. I thus set in motion in the daily 
papers columns of virtuous verbiage. The following week I ran 
down to Brighton for a chat, as Mr. Pinhorn called it, with Mrs. 
_ Bounder, who gave me, on the subject of her divorce, many curi- 
ous particulars that had not been articulated in court. If ever an 
article flowed from the primal fount it was that article on Mrs. 
~ Bounder. By this time, however, I became aware that Neil Para- 
_day’s new book was on the point of appearing and that its ap- 
proach had been the ground of my original appeal to Mr. Pin- 
horn, who was now annoyed with me for having lost so many days. _ 4 
He bundled me off—we would at least not lose another. I’ve al- | 
ways thought his sudden alertness a remarkable example of the 
- journalistic instinct. Nothing had occurred, since I first spoke to 
him, to create a visible urgency, and no enlightenment could pos- 
_ sibly have reached him. It was a pure case of professional flair— 
he had smelt the coming glory as an animal smells its distant , 


_ prey. Sie 








. es ae 
; 5 tS, ene ae 
70. SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES 
< 
II -\ 7 


I may as well say at once that this little record pretends in no 
degree to be a picture either of my introduction to Mr. Paraday 
or of certain proximate steps and stages. The scheme of my narra- 
tive allows no space for these things, and in any case a prohibitory 
sentiment would hang about my recollection of so rare an hour. 
These meagre notes are essentially private, so that if they see the © 
light the insidious forces that, as my story itself shows, make at 
present for publicity will simply have overmastered my precau- 
tions. The curtain fell lately enough on the lamentable drama. My 
memory of the day I alighted at Mr. Paraday’s door is a fresh 
memory of kindness, hospitality, compassion, and of the wonder- 
ful illuminating talk in which the welcome was conveyed. Some 
voice of the air had taught me the right moment, the moment of 
his life at which an act of unexpected young allegiance might most 
come home to him. He had recently recovered from a long, grave 
illness. I had gone to the neighbouring inn for the night, but I spent 
the evening in his company, and he insisted the next day on my 
sleeping under his roof. I hadn’t an indefinite leave: Mr. Pinhorn 
supposed us to put our victims through on the gallop. It was later, 
in the office, that the rude motions of the jig were set to music. I 
fortified myself, however, as my training had taught me to do, by 
- the conviction that nothing could be more advantageous for my 
article than to be written in the very atmosphere. I said nothing 
to Mr. Paraday about it, but in the morning, after my removal 
from the inn, while he was occupied in his study, as he had noti- 
fied me he should need to be, I committed to paper the main heads . 
of my impression. Then thinking to commend myself to Mr. Pin- 
horn by my celerity, I walked out and posted my little packet 
before luncheon, Once my paper was written I was free to stay on, 
and if it was calculated to divert attention from my levity in so 
doing I could reflect with satisfaction that I had never been so 
clever. I don’t mean to deny of course that I was aware it was 
much too good for Mr. Pinhorn; but I was equally conscious that _ 
Mr. Pinhorn had the supreme shrewdness of recognising from time 
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to time the cases in which an article was not too bad only because 
it was too good. There was nothing he loved so much as to print on 
the right occasion a thing he hated. I had begun my visit to the 
great man on a Monday, and on the Wednesday his book came 
out. A copy of it arrived by the first post, and he let me go out 
into the garden with it immediately after breakfast. I read it 
from beginning to end that day, and in the evening he asked me 
to remain with him the rest of the week and over the Sunday. 
That night my manuscript came back from Mr. Pinhorn, accom- 
panied with a letter the gist of which was the desire to know what 
I meant by trying to fob off on him such stuff. That was the mean- 
ing of the question, if not exactly its form, and it made my mis- 
take immense to me. Such as this mistake was I could now only 
look it in the face and accept it, I knew where I had failed, but it , 
was exactly where I couldn’t have succeeded. I had been sent 
down to be personal and then in point of fact hadn’t been personal 
at all: what I had dispatched to London was just a little finick- 
ing feverish study of my author’s talent. Anything less relevant 
to Mr. Pinhorn’s purpose couldn’t well be imagined, and he was 
visibly angry at my having (at his expense, with a second-class 
ticket) approached the subject of our enterprise only to stand off 
so helplessly. For myself, I knew but too well what had happened, 
and how a miracle—as pretty as some old miracle of legend—had 
been wrought on the spot to save me. There had been a big brush 
of wings, the flash of an opaline robe, and then, with a great cool 
stir of the air, the sense of an angel’s having swooped down and 
caught me to his bosom. He held me only till the danger was over, 
and it all took place in a minute. With my manuscript back on 
my hands I understood the phenomenon better, and the reflexions 
I made on it are what I meant, at the beginning of this anecdote, 
by my change of heart. Mr. Pinhorn’s note was not only a rebuke 
decidedly stern, but an invitation immediately to send him—it 
was the case to say so—the genuine article, the revealing and re- 
verberating sketch to the promise of which, and of which alone, I 
owed my squandered privilege. A week or two later I recast my 
peccant paper and, giving it a particular application to Mr. Para- 





re: 


xe 


4 2 a), , 3i- Pama Of) Gee st a ee TF. 
tla, i vs i eR ps he vn mare F rh Pn a bt m 7a tee aa it 
Se Am is me ; ies Ni 






i oN Ke bil: 
rn 
day’s new book, obtained for it the hospitality of another journal, 

where, I must admit, Mr. Pinhorn was so far vindicated as that — 


it attracted not the least attention. 
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“I was frankly, at the end of three days, a very prejudiced critic, 


so that one morning when, in the garden, my great man had ‘of- 
fered to read me something I quite held my breath as I listened. 
It was the written scheme of another book—something put aside 
long ago, before his illness, but that he had lately taken out again 
to reconsider. He had been turning it round when I came down 
on him, and it had grown magnificently under this second hand. 
Loose liberal confident, it might have passed for a great gossiping 
eloquent letter—the overflow into talk of an artist’s amorous 
plan. The theme I thought singularly rich, quite the strongest he 
had yet treated; and this familiar statement of it, full too of fine 
maturities, was really, in summarised splendour, a mine of gold, 
a precious independent work. I remember rather profanely won- 
dering whether the ultimate production could possibly keep at the 
pitch. His reading of the fond epistle, at any rate, made me feel as 
if I were, for the advantage of posterity, in close correspondence 
with him—were the distinguished person to whom it had been 
affectionately addressed. It was a high distinction simply to be 
told such things. The idea he now communicated had all the fresh- 
ness, the flushed fairness, of the conception untouched and un- 
tried: it was Venus rising from the sea and before the airs had ° 
blown upon her. I had never been so throbbingly present at such 
an unveiling. But when he had tossed the last bright word after 
the others, as I had seen cashiers in banks, weighing mounds of 
coin, drop a final sovereign into the tray, I knew a sudden pru- 
dent alarm. 

“My dear master, how, after all, are you going to do it? It’s in- 
finitely noble, but what time it will take, what patience and inde- — 
pendence, what assured, what perfect conditions! Oh for a lone 
isle in a tepid sea!” 


é 
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“Tsn’t this practically a lone isle, and aren’t you, as an encir- 
cling medium, tepid enough?” he asked, alluding with a laugh te 
the wonder of my young admiration and the narrow limits of his 
little provincial home. “Time isn’t what I’ve lacked hitherto: the 
question hasn’t been to find it, but to use it. Of course my illness 
made, while it lasted, a great hole—but I dare say there would 
have been a hole at any rate. The earth we tread has more 
pockets than a billiard-table. The great thing is now to keep on 
my feet.” 

“That’s exactly what I mean.” 

Neil Paraday looked at me with eyes—such pleasant eyes as he , 
had—in which, as I now recall their expression, I seem to have _ Ee 
seen a dim imagination of his fate. He was fifty years old, and 
his illness had been cruel, his convalescence slow. “It isn’t as if I 
weren’t all right.” ; 

“Oh if you weren’t all right I wouldn’t look at you!” I tenderly 
said. 

We had both got up, quickened as by this clearer air, and he 
had lighted a cigarette. I had taken a fresh one, which with an 
intenser smile, by way of answer to my exclamation, he applied 
to the flame of his match. “If I weren’t better I shouldn’t have 
thought of that/” He flourished his script in his hand. 

“J don’t want to be discouraging, but that’s not true,” I 
returned. “I’m sure that during the months you lay here in pain 
you had visitations sublime. You thought of a thousand things. 
You think of more and more all the while. That’s what makes you, 
if you'll pardon my familiarity, so respectable. At a time when 
so many people are spent you come into your second wind. But, 
thank God, all the same, you’re better! Thank God too you're not, 
as you were telling me yesterday, ‘successful.’ If you weren’t a 
failure what would be the use of trying? That’s my one reserve 
on the subject of your recovery—that it makes you ‘score,’ as the 
newspapers say. It looks well in the newspapers, and almost any- 
thing that does that’s horrible. ‘We are happy to announce that 
_ Mr. Paraday, the celebrated author, is again in the enjoyment of 
~ excellent health.’ Somehow I shouldn’t like to see it.” 

“You won’t see it; I’m not in the least celebrated—my ob- 
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scurity protects me. But couldn’t you bear even to see I was dying % 
or dead?” my host inquired. 

““Dead—passe encore; there’s nothing so safe. One never knows 
what a living artist may do—one has mourned so many. However, 
one must make the worst of it. You must be as dead as you 


can.” 

“Don’t I meet that condition in having just published a book?” 

“Adequately, let us hope; for the book’s verily a masterpiece.” 

At this moment the parlour-maid appeared in the door that 
opened from the garden: Paraday lived at no great cost, and the 
frisk of petticoats, with a timorous “Sherry, sir?” was about his - 
modest mahogany. He allowed half his income to his wife, from 
whom he had succeeded in separating without redundancy of leg- 
end. I had a general faith in his having behaved well, and I had 
once, in London, taken Mrs. Paraday down to dinner. He now 
turned to speak to the maid, who offered him, on a tray, some card 
or note, while, agitated, excited, I wandered to the end of the pre- 
cinct. The idea of his security became supremely dear to me, and I 
asked myself if I were the same young man who had come down a 
few days before to scatter him to the four winds. When I retraced 
my steps he had gone into the house, and the woman—the second. 
London post had come in—had placed my letters and a newspaper 
on a bench. I sat down there to the letters, which were a brief busi- 
ness, and then, without heeding the address, took the paper from 
its envelope. It was the journal of highest renown, Te Empire of 
that morning. It regularly came to Paraday, but I remembered 
that neither of us had yet looked at the copy already delivered. — 
This one had a great mark on the “editorial” page, and, uncrum- ° 
pling the wrapper, I saw it to be directed to my host and stamped 
with the name of his publishers. I instantly divined that The Em- 
pire had spoken of him, and I’ve not forgotten the odd little shock 
of the circumstance. It checked all eagerness and made me drop the 
paper a moment. As I sat there conscious of a palpitation I think I 
had a vision of what was to be. I had also a vision of the letter I 
would presently address to Mr. Pinhorn, breaking, as it were, with 
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Mr. Pinhorn. Of course, however, the next minute the voice of 
The Empire was in my ears. 

The article wasn’t, I thanked heaven, a review; it was a 
“leader,” the last of three, presenting Neil Paraday to the human 
race. His new book, the fifth from his hand, had been but a day 
or two out, and Te Empire, already aware of it, fired, as if on the 
birth of a prince, a salute of a whole column. The guns had been 
booming these three hours in the house without our suspecting 
them. The big blundering newspaper had discovered him, and now 
he was proclaimed and anointed and crowned. His place was as- 
signed him as publicly as if a fat usher with a wand had pointed 
to the topmost chair; he was to pass up and still up, higher and 
higher, between the watching faces and the envious sounds—away 
up to the dais and the throne. The article was “epoch-making,” 
a landmark in his life; he had taken rank at a bound, waked up a 
national glory. A national glory was needed, and it was an im--, 
mense convenience he was there. What all this meant rolled over 
me, and I fear I grew a little faint—it meant so much more than I 

could say “yea” to on the spot. In a flash, somehow, all was differ- 

ent; the tremendous wave I speak of had swept something away. 
It had knocked down, I suppose, my little customary altar, my 
twinkling tapers and my flowers, and had reared itself into the 
likeness of a temple vast and bare. When Neil Paraday should 
come out of the house he would come out a contemporary. That 
was what had happened: the poor man was to be squeezed into 
his horrible age. I felt as if he had been overtaken on the crest of 
the hill and brought back to the city. A little more and he would 
have dipped down the short cut to posterity and escaped. 


IV 


Wuen he came out it was exactly as if he had been in custody, 
- for beside him walked a stout man with a big black beard, who, 
save that he wore spectacles, might have been a policeman, and in 
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whom at a second glance I recognised the highest contemporary q 
enterprise. 

“This is Mr. Morrow,” said Paraday, looking, I thought, rather 
white: “he wants to publish heaven knows what about me.” 

I winced as I remembered that this was exactly what I myself 
had wanted. “Already?” I cried with a sort of sense that my friend 
had fled to me for protection. 

Mr. Morrow glared, agreeably, through his glasses: they sug- 
gested the electric headlights of some monstrous modern ship, and 
I felt as if Paraday and I were tossing terrified under his bows. I 
saw his momentum was irresistible. “I was confident that I should 
be the first in the field. A great interest is naturally felt in Mr. 
Paraday’s surroundings,” he heavily observed. 

“T hadn’t the least idea of it,” said Paraday, as if he had been 
told he had been snoring. 

“T find he hasn’t read the article in The Empire,’ Mr. Morrow 
remarked to me. “That’s so very interesting—it’s something to 
start with,” he smiled. He had begun to pull off his gloves, which 
were violently new, and to look encouragingly round the little gar- 
den. As a “surrounding” I felt how I myself had already been 
taken in; I was a little fish in the stomach of a bigger one. “I repre-- 
sent,” our visitor continued, “a syndicate of influential journals, 
no less than thirty-seven, whose public—whose publics, I may 
say—are in peculiar sympathy with Mr. Paraday’s line of thought. 
They would greatly appreciate any expression of his views on the 
subject of the art he so nobly exemplifies. In addition to my 
connexion with the syndicate just mentioned I hold a particular 
commission from The Tatler, whose most prominent department, © 
‘Smatter and Chatter-—I dare say you’ve often enjoyed it— 
attracts such attention. I was honoured only last week, as a repre- 
sentative of The Tatler, with the confidence of Guy Walsingham, 
the brilliant author of ‘Obsessions.’ She pronounced herself thor- 
oughly-pleased with my sketch of her method; she went so far as 
to say that I had made her genius more comprehensible even to 
herself.” , . 

Neil Paraday had dropped on the garden-bench and sat there at 








Meee 
once detached and confounded; he looked hard at a bare spot in 
the lawn, as if with an anxiety that had suddenly made him grave. 
His movement had been interpreted by his visitor as an invita- 
tion to sink sympathetically into a wicker chair that stood hard 
by, and while Mr. Morrow so settled himself I felt he had taken 
official possession and that there was no undoing it. One had heard 
of unfortunate people’s having “a man in the house,” and this was 
just what we had. There was a silence of a moment, during which 
we seemed to acknowledge in the only way that was possible the 
presence of universal fate; the sunny stillness took no pity, and 
my thought, as I was sure Paraday’s was doing, performed within 
the minute a great distant revolution. I saw just how emphatic I 
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should make my rejoinder to Mr. Pinhorn, and that having come, 


like Mr. Morrow, to betray, I must remain as long as possible to — 


: 


save. Not because I had brought my mind back, but because our~ 


visitor’s last words were in my ear, I presently enquired with 
gloomy irrelevance if Guy Walsingham were a woman. 

“Oh yes, a mere pseudonym—rather pretty, isn’t it?p—and con- 
venient, you know, for a lady who goes in for the larger lati- 
tude. ‘Obsessions, by Miss So-and-so,’ would look a little odd, but 
men are more naturally indelicate. Have you peeped into ‘Obses- 
sions’?” ‘Mr. Morrow continued sociably to our companion. 

Paraday, still absent, remote, made no answer, as if he hadn’t 
heard the question: a form of intercourse that appeared to suit 
the cheerful Mr. Morrow as well as any other. Imperturbably 


bland, he was a man of resources—he only needed to be on the 


spot. He had pocketed the whole poor place while Paraday and I 
were wool-gathering, and I could imagine that he had already got 
his “heads.” His system, at any rate, was justified by the inevita- 
bility with which I replied, to save my friend the trouble: “Dear 
no—he hasn’t read it. He doesn’t read such things!” I unwarily 
added. 

“Things that are too far over the fence, eh?” I was indeed a 
god-send to Mr. Morrow. It was the psychological moment; it de- 
termined the appearance of his note-book, which, however, he at 
- first kept slightly behind him, even as the dentist approaching 
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his victim keeps the horrible forceps. “Mr. Paraday holds with 7 
the good old proprieties—I see!” And thinking of the thirty- 
seven influential journals, I found myself, as I found poor Para- 
day, helplessly assisting at the promulgation of this ineptitude. 
“‘There’s no point on which distinguished views are so acceptable 
as on this question—raised perhaps more strikingly than ever by 
Guy Walsingham—of the permissibility of the larger latitude. 
I’ve an appointment, precisely in connexion with it, next week, 
with Dora Forbes, author of “The Other Way Round,’ which 
everybody’s talking about. Has Mr. Paraday glanced at ‘The Other 
Way Round’?” Mr. Morrow now frankly appealed to me. I took 
on myself to repudiate the supposition, while our companion, still 
silent, got up nervously and walked away. His visitor paid no heed 
to his withdrawal, but opened out the note-book with a more fa- 
therly pat. “Dora Forbes, I gather, takes the ground, the same 
as Guy Walsingham’s, that the larger latitude has simply got to 
come. He holds that it has got to be squarely faced. Of course his 
sex makes him a less prejudiced witness. But an authoritative 
word from Mr. Paraday—from the point of view of his sex, you 
know—would go right round the globe. He takes the line that we 
haven’t got to face it?” 

I was bewildered: it sounded somehow as if there were three 
sexes. My interlocutor’s pencil was poised, my private responsi- 
bility great. I simply sat staring, none the less, and only found 
presence of mind to say: “Is this Miss Forbes a gentleman?” 

Mr. Morrow had a subtle smile. “It wouldn’t be ‘Miss’—there’s 
a wife!” 

“T mean is she a man?” 

“The wife?’”—Mr. Morrow was for a moment as confused as 
myself. But when I explained that I alluded to Dora Forbes in 
person he informed me, with visible amusement at my being so 
out of it, that this was the “pen-name” of an indubitable male— 
he had a big red moustache. “He goes in for the slight mystifica- 
tion because the ladies are such popular favourites. A great deal 
of interest is felt in his acting on that idea—which is clever, isn’t - 
it?—and there’s every prospect of its being widely imitated.” Our 
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host at this moment joined us again, and Mr. Morrow remarked 


invitingly that he should be happy to make a note of any observa- 


tion the movement in question, the bid for success under a lady’s © 


name, might suggest to Mr. Paraday. But the poor man, with- 
out catching the allusion, excused himself, pleading that, though 


- greatly honoured by his visitor’s interest, he suddenly felt unwell 


and should have to take leave of him—have to go and lie down 
and keep quiet. His young friend might be trusted to answer for 
him, but he hoped Mr. Morrow didn’t expect great things even 
of his young friend. His young friend, at this moment, looked at 
Neil Paraday with an anxious eye, greatly wondering if he were 
doomed to be ill again; but Paraday’s own kind face met his ques- 
tion reassuringly, seemed to say in a glance intelligible enough: 
“Oh I’m not ill, but I’m scared; get him out of the house as quietly 
as possible.” Getting newspaper-men out of the house was odd 
business for an emissary of Mr. Pinhorn, and I was so exhilarated 
by the idea of it that I called after him as he left us: “Read the 
article in The Empire and you'll soon be all right!” 


V 


‘Dericious my having come down to tell him of it!” Mr. Morrow 
ejaculated. “My cab was at the door twenty minutes after The 


‘Empire had been laid on my breakfast-table. Now what have you 


+ 


got for me?” he continued, dropping again into his chair, from 
which, however, he the next moment eagerly rose. “I was shown 
into the drawing-room, but there must be more to see—his study, 
his literary sanctum, the little things he has about, or other do- 
mestic objects and features. He wouldn’t be lying down on his 
study-table? There’s a great interest always felt in the scene of 
an author’s labours. Sometimes we’re favoured with very delight- 
ful peeps. Dora Forbes showed me all his table-drawers, and al- 
most jammed my hand into one into which I made a dash! I don’t 
ask that of you, but if we could talk things over right there where 
he sits I feel as if I should get the keynote.” 
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I had no wish whatever to be rude to Mr. Morrow, I was elie 4 
too initiated not to tend to more diplomacy; but I had a quick in- 
spiration, and I entertained an insurmountable, an almost super- 
stitious objection to his crossing the threshold of my friend’s little 
lonely shabby consecrated workshop. “‘No, no—we shan’t get at 


_ his life that way,” I said. “The way to get at his life is to— But 


wait a moment!” I broke off and went quickly into the house, 
whence I in three minutes reappeared before Mr. Morrow with 
the two volumes of Paraday’s new book. ‘‘His life’s here,” I went 
on, ‘‘and I’m so full of this admirable thing that I can’t talk of 


- anything else. The artist’s life’s his work, and this is the place to 
\ observe him. What he has to tell us he tells us with this perfection. 


My dear sir, the best interviewer’s the best reader.” 

Mr. Morrow good-humouredly protested. “Do you mean to say 
that no other source of information should be open to us?” 

“None other till this particular one—by far the most copious— 
has been quite exhausted. Have you exhausted it, my dear sir? 
Had you exhausted it when you came down here? It seems to me 
in our time almost wholly neglected, and something should surely 
be done to restore its ruined credit. It’s the course to which the 
artist himself at every step, and with such pathetic confidence, 
refers us. This last book of Mr. Paraday’s is full of revelations.” 

“Revelations?” panted Mr. Morrow, whom I had forced again 
into his chair. 

“The only kind that count. It tells you with a perfection that 
seems to me quite final all the author thinks, for instance, about 
the advent of the ‘larger latitude.’ ” } 

“Where does it do that?” asked Mr. Morrow, who had picked 
up the second volume and was insincerely thumbing it. 

““Everywhere—in the whole treatment of his case. Extract the 
opinion, disengage the answer—those are the real acts of homage.” 

Mr. Morrow, after a minute, tossed the book away. “Ah but 
you mustn’t take me for a reviewer.” 

“Heaven forbid I should take you for anything so dreadful! 
You came down to perform a little act of sympathy, and so, I may © 
confide to you, did I. Let us perform our little act together. These — 
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pages overflow with the testimony we want: let us read them 
and taste them and interpret them. You’ll of course have perceived | 
for yourself that one scarcely does read Neil Paraday till one 
reads him aloud; he gives out to the ear an extraordinary full tone, 
and it’s only when you expose it confidently to that test that you 
really get near his style. Take up your book again and let me 
listen, while you pay it out, to that wonderful fifteenth chapter. 
If you feel you can’t do it justice, compose yourself to atten- 
tion while I produce for you—I think I can!—this scarcely less 
admirable ninth.” 

Mr. Morrow gave me a straight look which was as hard as a 
blow between the eyes; he had turned rather red, and a question 
‘had formed itself in his mind which reached my sense as distinctly 
as if he had uttered it: “What sort of a damned fool are you?” 
Then he got up, gathering together his hat and gloves, buttoning 
his coat, projecting hungrily all over the place the big transpar- 
ency of his mask. It seemed to flare over Fleet Street and somehow 
made the actual spot distressingly humble: there was so little for 
it to feed on unless he counted the blisters of our stucco or saw 
his way to do something with the roses. Even the poor roses were 
common kinds. Presently his eyes fell on the manuscript from 
which Paraday had been reading to me and which still lay on the 
bench. As my own followed them I saw it looked promising, looked 
pregnant, as if it gently throbbed with the life the reader had given 
it. Mr. Morrow indulged in a nod at it and a vague thrust of his 
umbrella. “What’s that?” , 

“Oh it’s a plan—a secret.” 

“A secret!” There was an instant’s silence, and then Mr. Mor- 
tow made another movement. I may have been mistaken, but it 
affected me as the translated impulse of the desire to lay hands 
on the manuscript, and this led me to indulge in a quick antici- 
patory grab which may very well have seemed ungraceful, or even - 
impertinent, and which at any rate left Mr. Paraday’s two ad- - 
mirers very erect, glaring at each other while one of them held a 
bundle of papers well behind him. An instant later Mr. Morrow 
_ quitted me abruptly, as if he had really carried something off with 
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him. To reassure myself, watching his broad back recede, I only 
grasped my manuscript the tighter. He went to the back door of 
the house, the one he had come out from, but on trying the handle 
he appeared to find it fastened. So he passed round into the front 
garden, and by listening intently enough I could presently hear 
the outer gate close behind him with a bang. I thought again of 
the thirty-seven influential journals and wondered what would 
be his revenge. I hasten to add that he was magnanimous: which 
was just the most dreadful thing he could have been. The Tatler 
published a charming chatty familiar account of Mr. Paraday’s 
“‘Home-life,” and on the wings of the thirty-seven influential jour- 
nals it went, to use Mr. Morrow’s own expression, right round the 
globe. : 


VI 


A wEEX Iater, early in May, my glorified friend came up to town, 
where, it may be veraciously recorded, he was the king of the 
beasts of the year. No advancement was ever more rapid, no 


’ exaltation more complete, no bewilderment more teachable. His 


book sold but moderately, though the article in The Empire had 
done unwonted wonders for it; but he circulated in person to a 


-» measure that the libraries might well have envied. His formula 


had been found—he was a “revelation.”” His momentary terror 
had been real, just as mine had been—the overclouding of his pas- 
sionate desire to be left to finish his work. He was far from unso- 
_ ciable, but he had the finest conception of being let alone that I’ve 
ever met. For the time, none the less, he took his profit where it 
seemed most to crowd on him, having in his pocket the portable 
sophistries about the nature of the artist’s task. Observation too 
was a kind of work and experience a kind of success; London din- 
ners were all material and London ladies were fruitful toil. “No 
one has the faintest conception of what I’m trying for,” he said 
to me, “and not many have read three pages that I’ve written; 
but I must dine with them first—they’ll find out why when they’ve 
time.” It was rather rude justice perhaps; but the fatigue had 
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the merit of being a new sort, while the phantasmagoric town was 
probably after all less of a battlefield than the haunted study. He 
once told me that he had had no personal life to speak of since his 
fortieth year, but had had more than was good for him before. 
London closed the parenthesis and exhibited him in relations; one’ 
of the most inevitable of these being that in which he found him- 
self to Mrs. Weeks Wimbush, wife of the boundless brewer and 
proprietress of the universal menagerie. In this establishment, as 
everybody knows, on occasions when the crush is great, the ani- 
mals rub shoulders freely with the spectators and the lions sit 
down for whole evenings with the lambs. 

It had been ominously clear to me from the first that in Neil 
Paraday this lady, who, as all the world agreed, was tremendous 
fun, considered that she had secured a prime attraction, a crea- 
ture of almost heraldic oddity. Nothing could exceed her enthu- 
siasm over her capture, and nothing could exceed the confused / 
apprehensions it excited in me. I had an instinctive fear of her 
which I tried without effect to conceal from her victim, but which 
I let her notice with perfect impunity. Paraday heeded it, but she 
never did, for her conscience was that of a romping child. She was 
a blind violent force to which I could attach no more idea of re-» 
sponsibility than to-the creaking of a sign in the wind. It was. 
difficult to say what she conduced to but circulation. She was con- 
structed of steel and leather, and all I asked of her for our tracta-_~ 
ble friend was not to do him to death. He had consented for a time 
to be of india-rubber, but my thoughts were fixed on the day he 
should resume his shape or at least get back into his box. It was 
evidently all right, but I should be glad when it was well over. I 
had a special fear—the impression was ineffaceable of the hour 
when, after Mr. Morrow’s departure, I had found him on the sofa 
in his study. That pretext of indisposition had not in the least been 
meant as a snub to the envoy of Te Tatler—he had gone to lie 
down in very truth. He had felt a pang of his old pain, the re- 
sult of the agitation wrought in him by this forcing open of a new 
period. His old programme, his old ideal even had to be changed. 
Say what one would, success was a complication and recognition | 
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had to be reciprocal. The monastic life, the-pious illumination of — 
the missal in the convent-cell were things of the gathered past. It 
didn’t engender despair, but at least it required adjustment, Be- 
fore I left him on that occasion we had passed a bargain, my part 
of which was that I should make it my business to take care of 
him. Let whoever would represent the interest in his presence (I 
must have had a mystical prevision of Mrs. Weeks Wimbush) I 
should represent the interest in his work—or otherwise expressed 
in his absence. These two interests were in their essence opposed; 
and I doubt, as youth is fleeting, if I shall ever again know the 
intensity of joy with which I felt that in so good a cause I was will- 
ing to make myself odious. 

' One day in Sloane Street I found myself questioning Paraday’s 
landlord, who had come to the door in answer to my knock. Two 
vehicles, a barouche and a smart hansom, were drawn up before 
the house. 

“In the drawing-room, sir? Mrs. Weeks Wimbush.”’ 

“And in the dining-room?”’ 

“A young lady, sir—waiting: I think a foreigner.” 

It was three o’clock, and on days when Paraday didn’t lunch 
out he attached a value to these appropriated hours. On which 
days, however, didn’t the dear man lunch out? Mrs. Wimbush, at 
such a crisis, would have rushed round immediately after her own 
repast. I went into the dining-room first, postponing the pleasure 
of seeing how, upstairs, the lady of the barouche would, on my 
arrival, point the moral of my sweet solicitude. No one took such 
_/an interest as herself in his doing only what was good for him, and 
’ she was always on the spot to see that he did it. She made appoint- 
ments with him to discuss the best means of economising his time 
and protecting his privacy. She further made his health her special 
business, and had so much sympathy with my own zeal for it that 
she was the author of pleasing fictions on the subject of what my 
devotion had led me to give up. I gave up nothing (I don’t count 
Mr. Pinhorn) because I had nothing, and all I had as yet achieved 
was to find myself also in the menagerie. I had dashed in to save 
my friend, but I had only got domesticated and wedged; so that 








I could do little more for him than Oe with him over peo- } 
ple’s heads looks of intense but futile intelligence. a 


VII 


THE young lady in the dining-room had a brave face, black hair, 

blue eyes, and in her lap a big volume. “I’ve come for his auto- 

graph,” she said when I had explained to her that I was under 

bonds to see people for him when he was occupied. “I’ve been 

waiting half an hour, but I’m prepared to wait all day.” I don’f, 
know whether it was this that told me she was American, for the \ 
propensity to wait all day is not in general characteristic of her 
race. I was enlightened probably not so much by the spirit of 

the utterance as by some quality of its sound. At any rate I saw 

she had an individual patience and a lovely frock, together with 

an expression that played among her pretty features like a breeze 

among flowers. Putting her book on the table she showed me a mas- 

sive album, showily bound and full of autographs of price. The 

- collection of faded notes, of still more faded “thoughts,” of quota- 

tions, platitudes, signatures, represented a formidable purpose. 

I could only disclose my dread of it. “Most people apply to Mr. 
Paraday by letter, you know.” 

“Yes, but he doesn’t answer. I’ve written three times.” 

“Very true,” I reflected; “the sort of letter you mean goes 
straight into the fire.” 

“How do you know the sort I mean?” My interlocutress had 
blushed and smiled, and in a moment she added: “I don’t believe 
he gets many like them!” 

“I’m sure they’re beautiful, but he burns without reading.” I 
didn’t add that I had convinced him he ought to. 

“Tsn’t he then in danger of burning things of importance?” 

“He would perhaps be so if distinguished men hadn’t an infalli- 
ble nose for nonsense.” 

She looked at me a moment—her face was sweet and gay. “Do 
you burn without reading too?”—in answer to which I assured 
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her that if she’d trust me with her repository I’d see that Mr. Par- 
aday should write his name in it. 

She considered a little. “That’s very well, but it wouldn’t make 
me see him.” 

“Do you want very much to see him?” It seemed ungracious to 
catechise so charming a creature, but somehow I had never yet 
taken my duty to the great author so seriously. 

“Enough to have come from America for the purpose.” 

I stared. “All alone?” 

“T don’t see that that’s exactly your business, but if it will make 
me more seductive I'll confess that I’m quite by myself. I had to 
come alone or not come at all.” 

She was interesting; I could imagine she had lost parents, nat- 
ural protectors—could conceive even she had inherited money. I 
was at a pass of my own fortunes when keeping hansoms at doors 
seemed to me pure swagger. As a trick of this bold and sensitive 
girl, however, it became romantic—a part of the general romance 
of her freedom, her errand, her innocence. The confidence of 
young Americans was notorious, and I speedily arrived at a con- 
viction that no impulse could have been more generous than the 
impulse that had operated here. I foresaw at that moment that it 
would make her my peculiar charge, just as circumstances had 
made Neil Paraday. She would be another person to look after, 
so that one’s honour would be concerned in guiding her straight. 
These things became clearer to me later on; at the instant I had 
scepticism enough to observe to her, as I turned the pages of her 
volume, that her net had all the same caught many a big fish. She 
appeared to have had fruitful access to the great ones of the earth; 
there were people moreover whose signatures she had presumably 
secured without a personal interview. She couldn’t have worried 
George Washington and Friedrich Schiller and Hannah More. 
She met this argument, to my surprise, by throwing up the album 
without a pang. It wasn’t even her own; she was responsible for 
none of its treasures. It belonged to a girl-friend in America, a 
young lady in a western city. This young lady had insisted on her 
bringing it, to pick up more autographs: she thought they might 
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like to see, in Europe, in what company they would be. The “girl- 
friend,” the western city, the immortal names, the curious errand, 
the idyllic faith, all made a story as strange to me, and as beguil- 
ing, as some tale in the Arabian Nights. Thus it was that my in- 
formant had encumbered herself with the ponderous tome; but 
she hastened to assure me that this was the first time she had 
brought it out. For her visit to Mr. Paraday it had simply been 
a pretext. She didn’t really care a straw that he should write his 
name; what she did want was to look straight into his face. 

I demurred a little. “And why do you require to do that?” 

~~ “Because I just love him!” Before I could recover from the 
agitating effect of this crystal ring my companion had continued: 
‘“Hasn’t there ever been any face that you’ve wanted to look 
into?” ; 

How could I tell her so soon how much I appreciated the oppor- 
tunity of looking into hers? I could only assent in general to the 
proposition that there were certainly for every one such yearnings, 
and even such faces; and I felt the crisis demand all my lucidity, 
all my wisdom. “Oh yes, I’m a student of physiognomy. Do you 
mean,” I pursued, “that you’ve a passion for Mr. Paraday’s 
books?” 

/ “They’ve been everything to me and a little more beside—I 
know them by heart. They’ve completely taken hold of me. 

\ There’s no author about whom I’m in such a state as I’m in about 
Neil Paraday.” 

“Permit me to remark then,” I presently returned, “that you’re 
one of the right sort.” 

“One of the enthusiasts? Of course I am!” 

“Oh there are enthusiasts who are quite of the wrong. I mean 
youre one of those to whom an appeal can be made.” 

“An appeal?” Her face lighted as if with the chance of some 
great sacrifice. 

If she was ready for one it was only waiting for her, and in a 
moment I mentioned it. “Give up this crude purpose of seeing 
him. Go away without it. That will be far better.” 

She looked mystified, then turned visibly pale. “Why, hasn’t 
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he any personal charm?” The girl was terrible and twuateabte in 
her bright directness. 

“Ah that dreadful word ‘personal’!” I wailed; “we’re dying of 

it, for you. women bring it out with murderous effect. When you 
meet with a genius as fine as this idol of ours let him off the dreary 
, duty of being a personality as well. Know him only by what’s best 
.. in him and spare him for the same sweet sake.” 
* My young lady continued to look at me in confusion and mis- 
trust, and the result of her reflexion on what I had just said was 
to make her suddenly break out: “Look here, sir—what’s the mat- 
ter with him?” 

“The matter with him is that if he doesn’t look out people will 
eat a great hole in his life.” 

She turned it over. “He hasn’t any disfigurement?” 

“Nothing to speak of!” 

“Do you mean that social engagements interfere with his occu- 
pation?” 

“That but feebly expresses it.” 

“So that he can’t give himself up to his beautiful imagination?” 

“He’s beset, badgered, bothered—he’s pulled to pieces on the 
pretext of being applauded. People expect him to give them his 
time, his golden time, who wouldn’t themselves give five shillings 
for one of his books.” 

“Five? I’d give five thousand!” 

“Give your sympathy—give your forbearance. Two thirds of 
those who approach him only do it to advertise themselves.” 

“Why it’s too bad!” the girl exclaimed with the face of an 
angel. “It’s the first time I was ever called crude!” she laughed. 

I followed up my advantage. “There’s a lady with him now 
who’s a terrible complication, and who yet hasn’t read, I’m sure, 
ten pages he ever wrote.” 

My visitor’s wide eyes grew tenderer. “Then how does she 
talk—?” 

“Without ceasing. I only mention her as a single case. Do you 
want to know how to show a superlative consideration? Simply 
avoid him.” 










ony 
“Avoid him?” she despairingly breathed. 
“Don’t force him to have to take account of you; admire him © 
in silence, cultivate him at a distance and secretly appropriate 
his message. Do you want to know,” I continued, warming to my 
idea, “how to perform an act of homage really sublime?” Then as 
she hung on my words: “Succeed in never seeing him at all!” 

“Never at all?”—she suppressed a shriek for it. = 

“The more you get into his writings the less you'll want to, \ 
and you'll be immensely sustained by the thought of the good 
you're doing him.” 

She looked at me without resentment or spite, and at the truth 
I had put before her with candour, credulity, pity. I was after- 
wards happy to remember that she must have gathered from my 
face the liveliness of my interest in herself. “I think I see what 
you mean.” 

“Oh I express it badly, but I should be delighted if you’d let 
me come to see you—to explain it better.” 

She made no response to this, and her thoughtful eyes fell on 
the big album, on which she presently laid her hands as if to take 
it away. “I did use to say out West that they might write a little 
less for autographs—to all the great poets, you know—and study 
the thoughts and style a little more.” 

“What do they care for the thoughts and style? They didn’t 
even understand you. I’m not sure,” I added, “that I do myself, 
and I dare say that you by no means make me out.” 

She had got up to go, and though I wanted her to succeed in not 
seeing Neil Paraday I wanted her also, inconsequently, to remain 
in the house. I was at any rate far from desiring to hustle her off. 
As Mrs. Weeks Wimbush, upstairs, was still saving our friend in 
her own way, I asked my young lady to let me briefly relate, in 
illustration of my point, the little incident of my having gone 
down into the country for a profane purpose and been converted 
on the spot to holiness. Sinking again into her chair to listen she 
showed a deep interest in the anecdote. Then thinking it over 
gravely she returned with her odd intonation: “Yes, but you do 
see him!” I had to admit that this was the case; and I wasn’t so 
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prepared with an effective attenuation as I could have wished. 
She eased the situation off, however, by the charming quaintness 
with which she finally said: “Well, I wouldn’t want him to be 
lonely!” This time she rose in earnest, but I persuaded her to let 
me keep the album to show Mr. Paraday. I assured her I’d bring 
it back to her myself. “Well, you'll find my address somewhere in 
it on a paper!” she sighed all resignedly at the door. 


VIII 


I BLUSH to confess it, but I invited Mr. Paraday that very day to 
transcribe into the album one of his most characteristic passages. 
I told him how I had got rid of the strange girl who had brought it 
—her ominous name was Miss Hurter and she lived at an hotel; 
quite agreeing with him moreover as to the wisdom of getting rid 
with equal promptitude of the book itself. This was why I carried 
it to Albemarle Street no later than on the morrow. I failed to find 
her at home, but she wrote to me and I went again: she wanted so 
much to hear more about Neil Paraday. I returned repeatedly, I 
may briefly declare, to supply her with this information. She had 
been immensely taken, the more she thought of it, with that idea 
of mine about the act of homage: it had ended by filling her with 
a generous rapture. She positively desired to do something sub- 
lime for him, though indeed I could see that, as this particular 
flight was difficult, she appreciated the fact that my visits kept 
her up. I had it on my conscience to keep her up; I neglected noth- 
ing that would contribute to it, and her conception of our cher- 
ished author’s independence became at last as fine as his very 
own. “Read him, read him—that will be an education in de- 
cency,” I constantly repeated; while, seeking him in his works 
even as God in nature, she represented herself as convinced that, 
according to my assurance, this was the system that had, as she 
expressed it, weaned her. We read him together when I could find 
time, and the generous creature’s sacrifice was fed by our com- 
munion. There were twenty selfish women about whom I told her 
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and who stirred her to a beautiful rage. Immediately after my first 
visit her sister, Mrs. Milsom, came over from Paris, and the two 
ladies began to present, as they called it, their letters. I thanked 
our stars that none had been presented to Mr. Paraday. They re- 
ceived invitations and dined out, and some of these occasions en- 
abled Fanny Hurter to perform, for consistency’s sake, touching 
feats of submission. Nothing indeed would now have induced her 
even to look at the object of her admiration. Once, hearing his 
name announced at a party, she instantly left the room by another 
door and then straightway quitted the house. At another time 
when I was at the opera with them—Mrs. Milsom had invited me 
to their box—I attempted to point Mr. Paraday out to her in the 
stalls. On this she asked her sister to change places with her and, 
while that lady devoured the great man through a powerful glass, 
presented, all the rest of the evening, her inspired back to the 
house. To torment her tenderly I pressed the glass upon her, tell- 
ing her how wonderfully near it brought our friend’s handsome 
head. By way of answer she simply looked at me in charged si- 
lence, letting me see that tears had gathered in her eyes. These 
tears, I may remark, produced an effect on me of which the end is 
not yet. There was a moment when I felt it my duty to mention 
them to Neil Paraday, but I was deterred by the reflexion that 
“there were questions more relevant to his happiness. 
These questions indeed, by the end of the season, were reduced 
to a single one—the question of reconstituting so far as might 
be possible the conditions under which he had produced his best 
_work. Such conditions could never all come back, for there was a 
new one that took up too much place; but some perhaps were not 
beyond recall. I wanted above all things to see him sit down to 
the subject he had, on my making his acquaintance, read me that 
admirable sketch of. Something told me there was no security but 
in his doing so before the new factor, as we used to say at Mr. Pin- 
horn’s, should render the problem incalculable. It only half-reas- 
sured me that the sketch itself was so copious and so eloquent that 
even at the worst there would be the making of a small but com- 
plete book, a tiny volume which, for the faithful, might well be- 
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come an object of adoration. There would even not be wanting 
critics to declare, I foresaw, that the plan was a thing to be more 


. thankful for than the structure to have been reared on it. My im- 


patience for the structure, none the less, grew and grew with the 
interruptions. He had on coming up to town begun to sit for his 
portrait to a young painter, Mr. Rumble, whose little game, as 
we also used to say at Mr. Pinhorn’s, was to be the first to perch on 
the shoulders of renown. Mr. Rumble’s studio was a circus in which 
the man of the hour, and still more the woman, leaped through 
the hoops of his showy frames almost as electrically as they burst 
into telegrams and “specials.” He pranced into the exhibitions on 
their back; he was the reporter on canvas, the Vandyke up to 
date, and there was one roaring year in which Mrs. Bounder and 
Miss Braby, Guy Walsingham and Dora Forbes proclaimed in 
chorus from the same pictured walls that no one had yet got ahead 
of him. 

Paraday had been promptly caught and saddled, accepting with 
characteristic good humour his confidential hint that to figure in 
his show was not so much a consequence as a cause of immortal- 
ity. From Mrs. Wimbush to the last “representative” who called 
to ascertain his twelve favourite dishes, it was the same ingenuous 
assumption that he would rejoice in the repercussion. There were 
moments when I fancied I might have had more patience with 
them if they hadn’t been so fatally benevolent. I hated at 
all events Mr. Rumble’s picture, and had my bottled resentment 
ready when, later on, I found my distracted friend had been 
stuffed by Mrs. Wimbush into the mouth of another cannon. A 
young artist in whom she was intensely interested, and who had 
no connexion with Mr. Rumble, was to show how far he could 
make him go. Poor Paraday, in return, was naturally to write 
something somewhere about the young artist. She played her vic- 


/ tims against each other with admirable ingenuity, and her estab- 


lishment was a huge machine in which the tiniest and the biggest 
wheels went round to the same treadle. I had a scene with her in 
which I tried to express that the function of such a man was to 
exercise his genius—not to serve as a hoarding for pictorial post- 
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ers. The people I was perhaps angriest with were the editors of 
magazines who had introduced what they called new features, so 
aware were they that the newest feature of all would be to make 
him grind their axes by contributing his views on vital topics and 
taking part in the periodical prattle about the future of fiction. 
I made sure that before I should have done with him there would 
scarcely be a current form of words left me to be sick of; but 
meanwhile I could make surer still of my animosity to bustling 
ladies for whom he drew the water that irrigated their social 
flower-beds. 

I had a battle with Mrs. Wimbush over the artist she protected, 
and another over the question of a certain week, at the end of 
July, that Mr. Paraday appeared to have contracted to spend with 
her in the country. I protested against this visit; I intimated that 
he was too unwell for hospitality without a nuance, for caresses 
without imagination; I begged he might rather take the time in 
some restorative way. A sultry air of promises, of ponderous 
parties, hung over his August, and he would greatly profit by 
the interval of rest. He hadn’t told me he was ill again—that he 
had had a warning; but I hadn’t needed this, for I found his reti- 
cence his worst symptom. The only thing he said to me was that 
he believed a comfortable attack of something or other would set 
him up: it would put out of the question everything but the ex- 
emptions he prized. I’m afraid I shall have presented him as a 
martyr in a very small cause if I fail to explain that he surrendered 
himself much more liberally than I surrendered him. He filled his 
lungs, for the most part, with the comedy of his queer fate: the 
tragedy was in the spectacles through which I chose to look. He 
was conscious of inconvenience, and above all of a great renounce- 
ment; but how could he have heard a mere dirge in the bells of 
his accession? (he sagacity and the jealousy were mine, and his 


the impressions and the harvest. Of course, as regards Mrs. Wim- ~ 


bush, I was worsted in my en¢éunters, for wasn’t the state of his 
health the very reason for his coming to her at Prestidge? Wasn’t 
it precisely at Prestidge that he was to be coddled, and wasn’t the 
dear Princess coming to help her to coddle him? The dear Prin- 
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cess, now on a visit to England, was of a famous foreign house, and, 
in her gilded cage, with her retinue of keepers and feeders, was the 
most expensive specimen in the good lady’s collection. I don’t think 
her august presence had had to do with Paraday’s consenting to go, 
but it’s not impossible he had operated as a bait to the illustrious 
stranger. The party had been made up for him, Mrs. Wimbush 
averred, and every one was counting on it, the dear Princess most 
of all. If he was well enough he was to read them something abso- 
lutely fresh, and it was on that particular prospect the Princess 
had set her heart. She was so fond of genius in any walk of life, 
and was so used to it and understood it so well: she was the great- 
est of Mr. Paraday’s admirers, she devoured everything he wrote. 
And then he read like an angel. Mrs. Wimbush reminded me that 
he had again and again given her, Mrs. Wimbush, the privilege 
of listening to him. 

I looked at her a moment. “‘What has he read to you?” I crudely 
enquired. 

For a moment too she met my eyes, and for the fraction of a mo- 
ment she hesitated and coloured. “Oh all sorts of things!” 

I wondered if this were an imperfect recollection or only a per- 
fect fib, and she quite understood my unuttered comment on her 
measure of such things. But if she could forget Neil Paraday’s 
beauties she could of course forget my rudeness, and three days 
later she invited me, by telegraph, to join the party at Prestidge. 
This time she might indeed have had a story about what I had 
given up to be near the master. I addressed from that fine resi- 
dence several communications to a young lady in London, a young 
lady whom, I confess, I quitted with reluctance and whom the re- 
minder of what she herself could give up was required to make me 
quit at all. It adds to the gratitude I owe her on other grounds 
‘that she kindly allows me to transcribe from my letters a few of 
the passages in which that hateful sojourn is candidly commem- 
orated. 





2 Pe eas er ve fra oe, i a 
~ ee t.. Pai : ¥ 
: vile = ae te ‘ i . 


~ 





THE DEATH OF THE LION 95 
IX 


“T suppose I ought to enjoy the joke of what’s going on here,” I 
wrote, “but somehow it doesn’t amuse me. Pessimism on the con- 
trary possesses me and cynicism deeply engages. I positively feel 
my own flesh sore from the brass nails in Neil Paraday’s social 
harness. The house is full of people who like him, as they men- 


tion, awfully, and with whom his talent for talking nonsense has ~ 


prodigious success. I delight in his nonsense myself; why is 
it therefore that I grudge these happy folk their artless satisfac- 
tion? Mystery of the human heart—abyss of the critical spirit! 
Mrs. Wimbush thinks she can answer that question, and as my 
want of gaiety has at last worn out her patience she has given me 
a glimpse of her shrewd guess. I’m made restless by the selfish- 
ness of the insincere friend—I want to monopolise Paraday in 
order that he may push me on. To be intimate with him’s a feather 
in my cap; it gives me an importance that I couldn’t naturally 
pretend to, and I seek to deprive him of social refreshment be- 
cause I fear that meeting more disinterested people may enlighten 
him as to my real motive] All the disinterested people here are 
his particular admirers and have been carefully selected as such. 
There’s supposed to be a copy of his last book in the house, and 
in the hall I come upon ladies, in attitudes, bending gracefully 
over the first volume. I discreetly avert my eyes, and when I next 
look round the precarious joy has been superseded by the book 
of life. There’s a sociable circle or a confidential couple, and the 
relinquished volume lies open on its face and as dropped under 
extreme coercion. Somebody else presently finds it and transfers 
it, with its air of momentary desolation, to another piece of furni- 
ture. Every one’s asking every one about it all day, and every 
one’s telling every one where they put it last. I’m sure it’s rather 
smudgy about the twentieth page. I’ve a strong impression too 
that the second volume is lost—has been packed in the bag of 
some departing guest; and yet everybody has the impression that 
somebody else has read to the end. You see therefore that the 
_ beautiful book plays a great part in our existence. Why should 





», A'S oe 


hae we* lt 5 N ce ec 4 ware ale ON aa nate 


1 


96 ! ‘SHORT STORIES OF ireNey. Syntnce 


I take the occasion of such distinguished honours to say that I be- 
gin to see deeper into Gustave Flaubert’s doleful refrain about the 
hatred of literature? I refer you again to the perverse constitution 
of man. 
“The Princess is a massive lady with the organisation of an ath- 
Jete and the confusion of tongues of a valet de place. She contrives 
¢ to commit herself extraordinarily little in a great many languages, 
and is entertained and conversed with in detachments and relays, 
like an institution which goes on from generation to generation or 
a big building contracted for under a forfeit. She can’t have a 
personal taste any more than, when her husband succeeds, 
she can have a personal crown, and her opinion on any matter is 
rusty and heavy and plain—made, in the night of ages, to last and 
be transmitted. I feel as if I ought to “tip” some custode for my 
glimpse of it. She has been told everything in the world and_has 
~\\ never perceived anything, and the echoes of her education re- 
spond awfully to the rash footfall—I mean the casual remark— 
in the cold. Valhalla of her memory. Mrs. Wimbush delights in 
her wit and says there’s nothing so charming as to hear Mr. Par- 
aday draw it out. He’s perpetually detailed for this job, and he 
tells me it has a peculiarly exhausting effect. Every one’s begin- 
ning—at the end of two days—to sidle obsequiously away from 
her, and Mrs. Wimbush pushes him again and again into the 
breach. None of the uses I have yet seen him put to infuriate 
me quite so much. He looks very fagged and has at last confessed 
_ to me that his condition makes him uneasy—has even promised 
me he’ll go straight home instead of returning to his final engage- 
ments in town. Last night I had some talk with him about going 
to-day, cutting his visit short; so sure am I that he’ll be better as 
soon as he’s shut up in his lighthouse. He told me that this is what 
he would like to do; reminding me, however, that the first lesson 
of his greatness has been precisely that he can’t do what he likes. 
Mrs. Wimbush would never forgive him if he should leave her 
before the Princess has received the last hand. When I hint that a 
violent rupture with our hostess would be the best thing in the 
world for him he gives me to understand that if his reason assents 
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~ to the proposition his courage hangs woefully back. He makes no : 
secret of being mortally afraid of her, and when I ask what harm : 
she can do him that she hasn’t already done he simply repeats: 
‘Y’m afraid, I’m afraid! Don’t enquire too closely’, he said last 
night; ‘only believe that I feel a sort of terror. It’s strange, when 
she’s so kind! At any rate, I’d as soon overturn that piece of 
priceless Sévres as tell her I must go before my ses Vataeres 
‘dreadfully weak, but he has some reason, and he pays for his im- 
‘ agination, which puts him (I should hate it) in the place of others 
\ and makes him feel, even against himself, their feelings, their ap- 
BR sctites their motives.\It’s indeed inveterately against himself that ' 
he makes his imagination act. What a pity he has such a lot of it! 
He’s too beastly intelligent. Besides, the famous reading’s still to 
come off, and it has been postponed a day to allow Guy Walsing- 
ham to arrive. It appears this eminent lady’s staying at a house a 
few miles off, which means of course that Mrs. Wimbush has 
forcibly annexed her. She’s to come over in a day or two—Mrs. 
Wimbush wants her to hear Mr. Paraday. 
“To-day’s wet and cold, and several of the company, at the in- 
vitation of the Duke, have driven over to luncheon at Bigwood. 
I saw poor Paraday wedge himself, by command, into the little 
supplementary seat of a brougham in which the Princess and our 
hostess were already ensconced. If the front glass isn’t open on his 
dear old back perhaps he’ll survive. Bigwood, I believe, is very 
grand and frigid, all marble and precedence, and I wish him well 
out of the adventure. I can’t tell you how much more and more 
/ your attitude to him, in the midst of all this, shines out by con- 
trast. I never willingly talk to these people about him, but see what 
a comfort I find it to scribble to you! I appreciate it—it keeps me 
warm; there are no fires in the house. Mrs. Wimbush goes by the 
calendar, the temperature goes by the weather, the weather goes 
by God knows what, and the Princess is easily heated. I’ve nothing 
but my acrimony to warm me, and have been out under an um-_ 
brella to restore my circulation. Coming in an hour ago I found 
Lady Augusta Minch rummaging about the hall. When I asked 
her what she was looking for she said she had mislaid something 
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that Mr. Paraday had lent her. I ascertained in a moment that the 
article in question is a manuscript, and I’ve a foreboding that it’s 
the noble morsel he read me six weeks ago. When I expressed my 
surprise that he should have bandied about anything so precious 
(I happen to know it’s his only copy—in the most beautiful hand 
in all the world) Lady Augusta confessed to me that she hadn’t 
had it from himself, but from Mrs. Wimbush, who had wished to 
give her a glimpse of it as a salve for her not being able to stay and 
hear it read. 

“Ts that the piece he’s to read,’ I asked, ‘when Guy Walsing- 
ham arrives?’ 

“<Tt’s not for Guy Walsingham they’re waiting now, it’s for 
Dora Forbes,’ Lady Augusta said. ‘She’s coming, I believe, early 
to-morrow. Meanwhile Mrs. Wimbush has found out about Aim, 
and is actively wiring to him. She says he also must hear him.’ 

“‘“Vou bewilder me a little,’ I replied; ‘in the age we live in one 
gets lost among the genders and the pronouns. The clear thing is 
that Mrs. Wimbush doesn’t guard such a treasure so jealously as 
she might.’ 

“ “Poor dear, she has the Princess to guard! Mr. Paraday lent 
her the manuscript to look over.’ 

““¢She spoke, you mean, as if it were the morning paper?’ 

“Lady Augusta stared—my irony was lost on her. ‘She didn’t 
have time, so she gave me a chance first; because unfortunately I 
go to-morrow to Bigwood.’ 

“‘“And your chance has only proved a chance to lose it?’ 

“‘T haven’t lost it. I remember now—it was very stupid of me 
to have forgotten. I told my maid to give it to Lord Dorimont— 
or at least to his man.’ 

“And Lord Dorimont went away directly after luncheon.’ 

“ “Of course he gave it back to my maid—or else his man did,’ 
said Lady Augusta. ‘I dare say it’s all right.’ 

“The conscience of these people is like a summer sea. They 
haven’t time to ‘look over’ a priceless composition; they’ve only 
time to kick it about the house. I suggested that the ‘man,’ fired 
with a noble emulation, had perhaps kept the work for his own 
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. ae Pid her ladyship wanted to know whether, if the thing 
shouldn’t reappear for the grand occasion appointed by our host- 
ess, the author wouldn’t have something else to read that would 
do just as well. Their questions are too delightful! I declared to 
Lady Augusta briefly that nothing in the world can ever do so 
well as the thing that does best; and at this she looked a little dis- 
concerted. But I added that if the manuscript had gone astray our 
little circle would have the less of an effort of attention to make. 
The piece in question was very long—it would keep them three 
hours. 

“‘¢Three hours! Oh the Princess will get up!’ said Lady Augusta. 

“ <T thought she was Mr. Paraday’s greatest admirer.’ 

“‘T dare say she is—she’s so awfully clever. But what’s the use 
of being a Princess—’ 

“Tf you can’t dissemble your love?’ I asked as Lady Augusta 
was vague. She said at any rate that she’d question her maid; and 
I’m hoping that when I go down to dinner I shall find the manu- 
script has been recovered.” 


é x 
“Tr was not been recovered,” I wrote early the next day, “and 
I’m moreover much troubled about our friend. He came back from 
Bigwood with a chill and, being allowed to have a fire in his room, 
lay down a while before dinner. I tried to send him to bed and 
indeed thought I had put him in the way of it; but after I had 
gone to dress Mrs. Wimbush came up to see Kan, with the inevi- 
table result that when I returned I found him under arms and 
flushed and feverish, though decorated with the rare flower she 
had brought him for his button-hole. He came down to dinner, but 
Lady Augusta Minch was very shy of him. To-day he’s in great 
pain, and the advent of ces dames—I mean of Guy Walsingham 
and Dora Forbes—doesn’t at all console me. It does Mrs. Wim- 
bush, however, for she has consented to his remaining in bed so 


that he may be all right to-morrow for the listening circle. Guy 
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Walsingham’s already on the scene, and the doctor for Paraday 4 
also arrived early. I haven’t yet seen the author of ‘Obsessions,’ 
but of course I’ve had a moment by myself with the Doctor. I tried 
to get him to say that our invalid must go straight home—I mean 
to-morrow or next day; but he quite refuses to talk about the fu- 
ture. Absolute quiet and warmth and the regular administration 
of an important remedy are the points he mainly insists on. He 
returns this afternoon, and I’m to go back to see the patient at 
one o’clock, when he next takes his medicine. It consoles me a 
little that he certainly won’t be able to read—an exertion he was 
already more than unfit for. Lady Augusta went off after break- 
fast, assuring me her first care would be to follow up the lost man- 
uscript. I can see she thinks me a shocking busybody and doesn’t 
understand my alarm, but she’ll do what she can, for she’s a good- 
natured woman. ‘So are they all honourable men.’ That was pre- 
cisely what made her give the thing to Lord Dorimont and made 
Lord Dorimont bag it. What use de has for it God only knows. 
I’ve the worst forebodings, but somehow I’m strangely without 
passion—desperately calm. As I consider the unconscious, the 
well-meaning ravages of our appreciative circle I bow my head in 
submission to some great natural, some universal accident; I’m 

‘rendered almost indifferent, in fact quite gay (ha-ha!) by the 

4 sense of immitigable fate. Lady Augusta promises me to trace 

the precious object and let me have it through the post by the time 

Paraday’s well enough to play his part with it. The last evidence 

is that her maid did give it to his lordship’s valet. One would sup- 

pose it some thrilling number of The Family Budget. Mrs. Wim- 
bush, who’s aware of the accident, is much less agitated by it than | 
she would doubtless be were she not for the hour inevitably en- 
grossed with Guy Walsingham.” 

Later in the day I informed my correspondent, for whom indeed 

I kept a loose diary of the situation, that I had made the acquaint- 

ance of this celebrity and that she was a pretty little girl who 

wore her hair in what used to be called a crop. She looked so ju- 
venile and so innocent that if, as Mr. Morrow had announced, she 
was resigned to the larger latitude, her superiority to prejudice 
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must have come to her early. I spent most of the day hovering 
about Neil Paraday’s room, but it was communicated to me from 
below that Guy Walsingham, at Prestidge, was a success. Toward 
evening I became conscious somehow that her superiority was con- 
tagious, and by the time the company separated for the night I 
was sure the larger latitude had been generally accepted. I thought 
of Dora Forbes and felt that he had no time to lose. Before din- 
ner I received a telegram from Lady Augusta Minch. “Lord Dori- 
mont thinks he must have left bundle in train—enquire.” How 
could I enquire—if I was to take the word as a command? I was 
too worried and now too alarmed about Neil Paraday. The Doc- 
tor came back, and it was an immense satisfaction to me to be 
sure he was wise and interested. He was proud of being called to 
so distinguished a patient, but he admitted to me that night that 
my friend was gravely ill. It was really a relapse, a recrudescence 
of his old malady. There could be no question of moving him: we 
must at any rate see first, on the spot, what turn his condition 
would take. Meanwhile, on the morrow, he was to have a nurse. 
On the morrow the dear man was easier, and my spirits rose to 
such cheerfulness that I could almost laugh over Lady Augusta’s 
second telegram: “Lord Dorimont’s servant been to station—noth- 
ing found. Push enquiries.” I did laugh, I’m sure, as I remembered 
this to be the mystic scroll I had scarcely allowed poor Mr. Mor- 
row to point his umbrella at. Fool that I had been: the thirty- 
seven influential journals wouldn’t have destroyed it, they’d only 

have printed it. Of course I said nothing to Paraday. 
When the nurse arrived she turned me out of the room, 
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on which I went downstairs. I should premise that at breakfast 3 
i 
f ' 


the news that our brilliant friend was doing well excited universal 
complacency, and the Princess graciously remarked that he was 
only to be commiserated for missing the society of Miss Collop. 
Mrs. Wimbush, whose social gift never shone brighter than in the 
dry decorum with which she accepted this fizzle in her fireworks, 
mentioned to me that Guy Walsingham had made a very favour- 
able impression on her Imperial Highness. Indeed I think every 
one did so, and that, like the money-market or the national hon- 
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our, her Imperial Highness was constitutionally sensitive. There 
was a certain gladness, a perceptible bustle in the air, however, 
which I thought slightly anomalous in a house where a great au- 
thor lay critically ill. “Le roy est mort—vive le roy”: I was re- 
minded that another great author had already stepped into his 
shoes. When I came down again after the nurse had taken posses- 
sion I found a strange gentleman hanging about the hall and pac- 
ing to and fro by the closed door of the drawing-room. This per- 
sonage was florid and bald; he had a big red moustache and wore 
showy knickerbockers—characteristics all that fitted to my con- 
ception of the identity of Dora Forbes. In a moment I saw what 
had happened: the author of “The Other Way Round” had just 
alighted at the portals of Prestidge, but had suffered a scruple to 
restrain him from penetrating further. I recognised his scruple 
when, pausing to listen at his gesture of caution, I heard a shrill 
voice lifted in a sort of rhythmic uncanny chant. The famous read- 
ing had begun, only it was the author of “Obsessions” who now 
furnished the sacrifice. The new visitor whispered to me that he 
judged something was going on he oughtn’t to interrupt. 

“Miss Collop arrived last night,” I smiled, “and the Princess 
has a thirst for the inédit.” 

Dora Forbes raised his bushy brows. “Miss Collop?” 

“Guy Walsingham, your distinguished confrére—or shall I say 
your formidable rival?” 

“Oh!” growled Dora Forbes. Then he added: ‘Shall I spoil it if 
I go in?” 

“T should think nothing could spoil it!” I ambiguously laughed. 

Dora Forbes evidently felt the dilemma; he gave an irritated 
crook to his moustache. “Sail I go in?” he presently asked. 

We looked at each other hard a moment; then I expressed some- 
thing bitter that was in me, expressed it in an infernal “Do!” After 
this I got out into the air, but not so fast as not to hear, when the 
door of the drawing-room opened, the disconcerted drop of Miss 
Collop’s public manner: she must have been in the midst of the 
larger latitude. Producing with extreme rapidity, Guy Walsing- 
ham has just published a work in which amiable people who are 
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_ not initiated have been pained to see the genius of a sister-novelist 
held up to unmistakeable ridicule; so fresh an exhibition does it 
seem to them of the dreadful way men have always treated women. 
Dora Forbes, it’s true, at the present hour, is immensely pushed 
by Mrs. Wimbush and has sat for his portrait to the young artists 
she protects, sat for it not only in oils but in monumental ala- 
baster. 

What happened at Prestidge later in the day is of course con- 
temporary history. If the interruption I had whimsically sanc- 
tioned was almost a scandal, what is to be said of that general scat- 
ter of the company which, under the Doctor’s rule, began to take 
place in the evening? His rule was soothing to behold, small com- 
fort as I was to have at the end. He decreed in the interest of his 
patient an absolutely soundless house and a consequent break-up 
of the party. Little country practitioner as he was, he literally 
packed off the Princess. She departed as promptly as if a revolu- 
tion had broken out, and Guy Walsingham emigrated with her. 
I was kindly permitted to remain, and this was not denied even 
to Mrs. Wimbush. The privilege was withheld indeed from Dora 
Forbes; so Mrs. Wimbush kept her latest capture temporarily 
concealed. This was so little, however, her usual way of dealing 
with her eminent friends that a couple of days of it exhausted her 
patience and she went up to town with him in great publicity. The 
sudden turn for the worse her afflicted guest had, after a brief 
improvement, taken on the third night raised an obstacle to her 
seeing him before her retreat; a fortunate circumstance doubt- 
less, for she was fundamentally disappointed in him. This was not 
the kind of performance for which, she had invited him to Pres- 
tidge, let alone invited the Princess, I must add that none of the 
generous acts marking her patronage of intellectual and other 
merit have done so much for her reputation as her lending Neil 
Paraday the most beautiful of her numerous homes to die in. He 
took advantage to the utmost of the singular favour. Day by 
day I saw him sink, and I roamed alone about the empty terraces 
and gardens. His wife never came near him, but I scarcely noticed 
it: as I paced there with rage in my heart I was too full of an- 
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other wrong. In the event of his death it would fall to me perhaps _ 
to bring out in some charming form, with notes, with the tenderest 
editorial care, that precious heritage of his written project. But 
where was that precious heritage, and were both the author and 
the book to have been snatched from us? Lady Augusta wrote me 
she had done all she could and that poor Lord Dorimont, who had 
really been worried to death, was extremely sorry. I couldn’t have 
the matter out with Mrs. Wimbush, for I didn’t want to be taunted 
by her with desiring to aggrandise myself by a public connexion 
with Mr. Paraday’s sweepings. She had signified her willingness 
to meet the expense of all advertising, as indeed she was always 
ready to do. The last night of the horrible series, the night before 
he died, I put my ear closer to his pillow. 

“That thing I read you that morning, you know.” —\ 

“Tn your garden that dreadful day? Yes!” 

“Won’t it do as it is?” 

“Tt would have been a glorious book.” 

“It is a glorious book,” Neil Paraday murmured. “Print it as it 
stands—beautifully.” 

“Beautifully!” I passionately promised. 

It may be imagined whether, now that he’s gone, the promise 


seems to me less sacred. I’m convinced that if such pages had ap- 
peared in his lifetime the Abbey would hold him to-day. I’ve kept 
_ the advertising in my own hands, but the manuscript has not been 
recovered. It’s impossible, and at any rate intolerable, to suppose 


it can have been wantonly destroyed. Perhaps some hazard of a 
blind hand, some brutal fatal ignorance has lighted kitchen-fires 
with it. Every stupid and hideous accident haunts my medita-~ 
tions. My undiscourageable search for the lost treasure would 
make a long chapter. Fortunately I’ve a devoted associate in the 
person of a young lady who has every day a fresh indignation and 
a fresh idea, and who maintains with intensity that the prize will 
still turn up. Sometimes I believe her, but I’ve quite ceased to be- 
lieve myself. The only thing for us at all events is to go on seeking 
and hoping together, and we should be closely united by this firm — 
tie even were we not at present by another. 
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Tue April day was soft and bright, and /poor Dencombe, happy > 
in the conceit of reasserted strength, stood in the garden of the : 
hotel, comparing, with a deliberation in which however there was 
still something of languor, the attractions of easy strolls. He liked 
the feeling of the south so far as you could have it in the north, 
he liked the sandy cliffs and the clustered pines, he liked even the 
colourless sea. “Bournemouth as a health-resort” had sounded like 
a mere advertisement, but he was thankful now for the common- 
est conveniences. The sociable country postman, passing through 
the garden, had just given him a small parcel which he took out 
with him, leaving the hotel to the right and creeping to a bench 
he had already haunted, a safe recess in the cliff. It looked to the 
south, to the tinted walls of the Island, and was protected behind 
by the sloping shoulder of the down. He was tired enough when 
he reached it, and for a moment was disappointed; he was better 
of course, but better, after all, than what? He should never again, 
as at one or two great moments of the past, be better than him- 
oan infinite of life was gone, and what remained of the dose a 
small glass scored like a thermometer by the apothecary. He sat 
and stared at the sea, which appeared all surface and twinkle, far 
shallower than the spirit of man. It was the abyss of human illu~ 
sion that was the real, the tideless deep.) He held his packet, which 
had come by book-post, unopened on his knee, liking, in the lapse 
of so many joys—his illness had made him feel his age—to know 
it was there, but taking for granted there could be no complete 
renewal of the pleasure, dear to young experience, of seeing one’s 
self just out.” Dencombe, who had a reputation, had come out 
~ too often and knew too well in advance how he should look. 
iia ; ; 105 
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His postponement associated itself vaguely, after a little, with 
a group of three persons, two ladies and a young man, whom, 
beneath him, straggling and seemingly silent, he could see move 
slowly together along the sands. The gentleman had his head bent 
over a book and was occasionally brought to a stop by the charm 
of this volume, which, as Dencombe could perceive even at a dis- 
tance, had a cover alluringly red. Then his companions, going a 
little further, waited for him to come up, poking their parasols 
into the beach, looking around them at the sea and sky and clearly 
sensible of the beauty of the day. To these things the young man 
with the book was still more clearly indifferent; lingering, credu- 
lous, absorbed, he was an object of envy to an observer from whose 
connexion with literature all such artlessness had faded. One of 
the ladies was large and mature; the other had the spareness of 
comparative youth and of a social situation possibly inferior. The 
large lady carried back Dencombe’s imagination to the age of crin- 
oline; she wore a hat of the shape of a mushroom, decorated with 
a blue veil, and had the air, in her aggressive amplitude, of cling- 
ing to a vanished fashion or even a lost cause. Presently her com- 
panion produced from under the folds of a mantle a limp portable 
chair which she stiffened out and of which the large lady took pos- 
session. This act, and something in the movement of either party, 
at once characterised the performers—they performed itor Den- 
combe’s recreation—as opulent matron and humble dependent. 
Where moreover was the virtue of an approved novelist if 
one couldn’t establish a relation between such figures? the clever 
theory for instance that the young man was the son of the opulent 
matron and that the humble dependent, the daughter of a clergy- 
man or an officer, nourished a secret passion for him. Was that 
not visible from the way she stole behind her protectress to look 
back ‘at him?—back to where he had let himself come to a full 
stop when his mother sat down to rest. His book was a novel, it 
had the catchpenny binding; so that while the romance of life 
stood neglected at his side he lost himself in that of the circulating 
library. He moved mechanically to where the sand was softer and 
ended by plumping down in it to finish his chapter at his ease. 
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ce The humble dependents discouraged by his remoteness, wandered 
with a martyred droop of the head in another direction, and the 
exorbitant lady, watching the waves, offered a confused resem- 
blance to a flying-machine that had broken down. 

When his drama began to fail Dencombe remembered that he 
had after all another pastime. Though such promptitude on the 
part of the publisher was rare he was already able to draw from 
its wrapper his “latest,” perhaps his last. T he cover of “The Mid- 
dle Years” was duly meretricious, the smell of the fresh pages the 
very odour of sanctity; but for the moment he went no further— 
he had become conscious of a strange alienation. He had forgotten 
what his book was about. Had the assault of his old ailment, which 
he had so fallaciously come to Bournemouth to ward off, inter- 
posed utter blankness as to what had preceded it? He had finished 
the revision of proof before quitting London, but his subsequent 
fortnight in bed had passed the sponge over colour. He couldn’t 
have chanted to himself a single sentence, couldn’t have turned 
with curiosity or confidence to any particular page. His subject 
had already gone from him, leaving scarce a superstition behind. 
He uttered a low moan as he breathed the chill of this dark void, 
so desperately it seemed to represent the completion of a sinister 


process. The tears filled his mild eyes; something precious had © 


passed away, This was the pang that had been sharpest during 
the last few years—the sense of ebbing time, of shrinking oppor- 
tunity; and now he felt not so much that his last chance was going 
as that it was gone indeed. He had done all he should ever do, and 
yet hadn’t done what he wanted. This was the laceration—that 
practically his career was over: it was as violent as a grip at his 
throat. He rose from his seat nervously—a creature hunted by a 
dread; then he fell back in his weakness and nervously opened 
his book. It was a single volume; he preferred single volumes and 
aimed at a rare compression. He began to read and, little by little, 
in this occupation, was pacified and reassured. Everything came 
back to him, but came back with a wonder, came back above all 
with a high and magnificent beauty. He read his own prose, he 
turned his own leaves, and had as he sat there with the spring sun- 
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shine on the page an emotion ects and intense. His career all 
over, no doubt, but it was over, when all was said, with that. 

He had forgotten during his illness the work of the previous” 
year; but what he had chiefly forgotten was that it was extraordi- 


‘ narily good. He dived once more into his story and was drawn 


down, as by a siren’s hand, to where, in the dim underworld of 


fiction, the great glazed tank of art, strange silent subjects float. 
“He recognised his motive and surrendered to his talent. Never 
\ probably had that talent, such as it was, been so fine. His diffi- 


culties were still there, but what was also there, to his perception, 
though probably, alas! to nobody’s else, was the art that in most 
cases had surmounted them. )In his surprised enjoyment of. this 
ability he had a glimpse of a possible reprieve. Surely its force 
wasn’t spent—there was life and service in it yet. It hadn’t come 
to him easily, it had been backward and roundabout. It was the 
child of time, the nursling of delay; he had struggled and suffered 
for it, making sacrifices not to be counted, and now that it was 
really mature was it to cease to yield, to confess itself brutally 
beaten? There was an infinite charm for Dencombe in feeling as 
he had never felt before that diligence vincit omnia. The result 
produced in his little book was somehow a result beyond his con- 
scious intention: it was as if he had planted his genius, had trusted 
his method, and they had grown up and flowered with this sweet- 
ness. If the achievement had been real, however, the process had 
been painful enough. What he saw so intensely today, what he 
felt as a nail driven in, was that only now, at the very last, had 
he come into possession. His development had been abnormally 
slow, almost grotesquely gradual. He had been hindered and re- 
tarded by experience, he had for long periods only groped his way. 


It had taken too much of his life to produce too little of his art. 
| The art had come, but it had come after everything else. At such a 


rate a first existence was too short—long enough only to collect 
material; so that to fructify, to use the material, one should have 
a second age, an extension. This extension was what poor Den- 
combe sighed for.)As he turned the last leaves of his volume he 
murmured “Ah for another go, ah for a better chance!” 
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The three persons drawing his attention to the sands had van- 
- ished and then reappeared; they had now wandered up a path, 
an artificial and easy ascent, which led to the top of the cliff. Den- 
combe’s bench was halfway down, on a sheltered ledge, and 
the large lady, a massive heterogeneous person with bold black 
eyes and kind red cheeks, now took a few moments to rest. She 
wore dirty gauntlets and immense diamond ear-rings; at first she 
looked vulgar, but she contradicted this announcement in an 
agreeable off-hand tone. While her companions stood waiting for 
her she spread her skirts on the end of Dencombe’s seat. The 
young man had gold spectacles, through which, with his fin- 
ger still in his red-covered book, he glanced at the volume, bound 
in the same shade of the same colour, lying on the lap of the orig- 
inal occupant of the bench. After an instant Dencombe felt him 
struck with a resemblance; he had recognised the gilt stamp on 
the crimson cloth, was reading “The Middle Years” and now 
noted that somebody else had kept pace with him. The stranger 
was startled, possibly even a little ruffled, to find himself not the 
only person favoured with an early copy. The eyes of the two 
proprietors met a moment, and Dencombe borrowed amusement 
from the expression of those of his competitor, those, it might even 
be inferred, of his admirer. They confessed to some resentment— 
they seemed to say: “Hang it, has he got it already? Of course 
he’s a brute of a reviewer!” Dencombe shuffled his copy out of 
sight while the opulent matron, rising from her repose, broke out: 
“T feel already the good of this air!” 
“T can’t say I do,” said the angular lady. “I find myself quite 
let down.” : 
“T find myself horribly hungry. At what time did you order 
luncheon?” her protectress pursued. 
The young person put the question by. “Doctor Hugh always 
orders it.” : 


“T ordered nothing today—I’m going to make you diet,” said 


their comrade. 
“Then I shall go home and sleep. Qui dort dine!” 


\ 
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“Can I trust you to Miss Vernham?” asked Doctor Hugh of x 
his elder companion. 

“Don’t I trust you?” she archly enquired. 

“Not too much!” Miss Vernham, with her eyes on the ground, 
permitted herself to declare. “You must come with us at least to 
the house,” she went on while the personage on whom they ap- 
peared to be in attendance began to mount higher. She had got 
a little out of ear-shot; nevertheless Miss Vernham became, so 
far as Dencombe was concerned, less distinctly audible to mur- 
mur to the young man: “I don’t think you realise all you owe the 
Countess!” 

Absently, a moment, Doctor Hugh caused his gold-rimmed 
spectacles to shine at her. “Is that the way I strike you? I see— 
Iisee!” 

“She’s awfully good to us,” continued Miss Vernham, com- 
pelled by the lapse of the other’s motion to stand there in spite 
of his discussion of private matters. Of what use would it have 
been that Dencombe should be sensitive to shades hadn’t he de- 
tected in that arrest a strange influence from the quiet old con- 
valescent in the great tweed cape? Miss Vernham appeared sud- 
denly to become aware of some such connexion, for she added in a 
moment: “If. you want to sun yourself here you can come back 
after you’ve seen us home.” 

Doctor Hugh, at this, hesitated, and Dencombe, in spite of a 
desire to pass for unconscious, risked a covert glance at him. What 
his eyes met this time, as happened, was, on the part of the young 
lady, a queer stare, naturally vitreous, which made her remind 
him of some figure—he couldn’t name it—in a play or a novel, 
some sinister governess or tragic old maid. She seemed to scan 
him, to challenge him, to say out of general spite: “What have 
you got to do with us?” At the same instant the rich humour of 
the Countess reached them from above: “Come, come, my little 
lambs; you should follow your old bergére/” Miss Vernham 
turned away for it, pursuing the ascent, and Doctor Hugh, after 
another mute appeal to Dencombe and a minute’s evident demur, 
deposited his book on the bench as if to keep his place, or even as 
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a gage of earnest return, and bounded without difficulty up the 
rougher part of the cliff. 
( Equally innocent and infinite are the pleasures of observation 
and the resources engendered by the trick of analysing life.) It 
amused poor Dencombe, as he dawdled in his tepid air-bath, to 
believe himself awaiting a revelation of something at the back of a 
fine young mind. He looked hard at the book on the end of the 
bench, but wouldn’t have touched it for the world. It served his 
purpose to have a theory that shouldn’t be exposed to refutation. 
He already felt better of his melancholy; he had, according to his 
old formula, put his head at the window. A passing Countess could 
draw off the fancy when, like the elder of the ladies who had just . 
retreated, she was as obvious as the giantess of a caravan. (It was 
indeed general views that were terrible; short ones, contrary to 
an opinion sometimes expressed, were the refuge, were the rem- 
edy.\ Doctor Hugh couldn’t possibly be anything but a reviewer 
who had understandings for early copies with publishers or with 
newspapers. He reappeared in a quarter of an hour with visible 
relief at finding Dencombe on the spot and the gleam of white 
teeth in an embarrassed but generous smile. He was perceptibly 
disappointed at the eclipse of the other copy of the book; it made 
a pretext the less for speaking to the quiet gentleman. But he 
spoke notwithstanding; he held up his own copy and broke out 
pleadingly: “Do say, if you have occasion to speak of it, that it’s 
the best thing he has done yet!” 

Dencombe responded with a laugh: “Done yet” was so amus- 
ing to him, made such a grand avenue of the future. Better still, 
the young man took him for a reviewer. He pulled out “The Mid- 
dle Years” from under his cape, but instinctively concealed any 
telltale look of fatherhood. This was partly because a person was 
always a fool for insisting to others on his work. “Is that what 
you're going to say yourself?” he put to his visitor. 

“T’m not quite sure I shall write anything. I don’t, as a regular 
thing—I enjoy in peace. But it’s awfully fine.” 

Dencombe just debated. If the young man had begun to abuse 
him he would have confessed on the spot to his identity, but there 
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was no harm in drawing out any impulse to praise. He drew itout — 
with such success that in a few moments his new acquaintance, 
seated by his side, was confessing candidly that the works of the 


- author of the volumes before them were the only ones he could 


read a second time. He had come the day before from London, 
where a friend of his, a journalist, had lent him his copy of the 
last, the copy sent to the office of the journal and already the sub- 
ject of a “notice” which, as was pretended there—but one had to 
allow for “swagger”—it had taken a full quarter of an hour to pre- 
pare. He intimated that he was ashamed for his friend, and in the 
case of a work demanding and repaying study, of such inferior 
manners; and, with his fresh appreciation and his so irregular wish 
to express it, he speedily became for poor Dencombe a remark- 
able, a delightful apparition. Chance had brought the weary man 
of letters face to face with the greatest admirer in the new gen- 
eration of whom it was supposable he might boast./The admirer 
in truth was mystifying, so rare a case was it to find a bristling 
young doctor—he looked like a German physiologist—enamoured 
of literary form) It was an accident, but happier than most acci- 
dents, so that Dencombe, exhilarated as well as confounded, spent 
half an hour in making his visitor talk while he kept himself quiet. 
He explained his premature possession of “The Middle Years” 
by an allusion to the friendship of the publisher, who, knowing 
he was at Bournemouth for his health, had paid him this graceful 
attention. He allowed he had been ill, for Doctor Hugh would in- 
fallibly have guessed it; he even went so far as to wonder if he 
mightn’t look for some hygienic “tip” from a personage combining 
so bright an enthusiasm with a presumable knowledge of the rem- 
edies now in vogue. It would shake his faith a little perhaps to 
have to take a doctor seriously who could take kim so seriously, 
but he enjoyed this gushing modern youth and felt with an acute 
pang that there would still be work to do in a world in which such 
odd combinations were presented. It wasn’t true, what he had 
tried for renunciation’s sake to believe, that all the combinations 
were exhausted. They weren’t by any means—they were infinite: 
the exhaustion was in the miserable artist. 
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_. Doctor Hugh, an ardent physiologist, was saturated with the» 
spirit of the age—in other words he had just taken his degree; 
but he was independent and various, he/talked like a man who 
would have preferred to love literature best.)He would fain have 
made fine phrases, but nature had denied him the trick. Some of 
the finest in “The Middle Years” had struck him inordinately, 
and he took the liberty of reading them to Dencombe in support 
of his plea. He grew vivid, in the balmy air, to his companion, for 
whose deep refreshment he seemed to have been sent; and was 
particularly ingenuous in describing how recently he had become 
acquainted, and how instantly infatuated, with the only man who 
had put flesh between the ribs of an art that was starving on su- 
perstitions. He hadn’t yet written to him—he was deterred by 
a strain of respect. Dencombe at this moment rejoiced more in- 
wardly than ever that he had never answered the photographers. 
His visitor’s attitude promised him a luxury of intercourse, though 
he was sure a due freedom for Doctor Hugh would depend not a 
little on the Countess. He learned without delay what type of 
Countess was involved, mastering as well the nature of the tie that 
united the curious trio. The large lady, an Englishwoman by birth 
and the daughter of a celebrated baritone, whose taste minus his 
talent she had inherited, was the widow of a French nobleman 
and mistress of all that remained of the handsome fortune, the 
fruit of her father’s earnings, that had constituted her dower. 
Miss Vernham, an odd creature but an accomplished pianist, was 
attached to her person at a salary. The Countess was generous, 
independent, eccentric; she travelled with her minstrel and her 
medical man. Ignorant and passionate she had nevertheless mo- 
ments in which she was almost irresistible. Dencombe saw her sit 
for her portrait in Doctor Hugh’s free sketch, and felt the picture 
of his young friend’s relation to her frame itself in his mind This 
young friend, for a representative of the new psychology, was him- 
self easily hypnotised, and if he became abnormally communica- 
tive it was only a sign of his real subjection. Dencombe did ac- 
cordingly what he wanted with him, even without being known as 
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Taken ill on a journey in Switzerland the Countess had picked 
him up at an hotel, and the accident of his happening to please 
her had made her offer him, with her imperious liberality, terms 
that couldn’t fail to dazzle a practitioner without patients and 
whose resources had been drained dry by his studies. It wasn’t 
the way he would have proposed to spend his time, but it was time 
that would pass quickly, and meanwhile she was wonderfully 
kind. She exacted perpetual attention, but it was impossible not to 
like her. He gave details about his queer patient, a “type” if there 
ever was one, who had in connexion with her flushed obesity, and 
in addition to the morbid strain of a violent and aimless will, a 

‘grave organic disorder; but he came back to his loved novelist, 
whom he was so good as to pronounce more essentially a poet than 
many of those who went in for verse, with a zeal excited, as all his 
indiscretion had been excited, by the happy chance of Dencombe’s 
sympathy and the coincidence of their occupation. Dencombe had 
confessed to a slight personal acquaintance with the author of 
“The Middle Years,” but had not felt himself as ready as he could 
have wished when his companion, who had never yet encountered 
a being so privileged, began to be eager for particulars. He even 
divined in Doctor Hugh’s eye at that moment a glimmer of sus- 
picion. But the young man was too inflamed to be shrewd and re- 
peatedly caught up the book to exclaim: “Did you notice this?” 
or “‘Weren’t you immensely struck with that?” “There’s a beauti- 
ful passage toward the end,” he broke out; and again he laid his 
hand on the volume. As he turned the pages he came upon some- 
thing else, while Dencombe saw him suddenly change colour. He 
had taken up as it lay on the bench Dencombe’s copy instead of 
his own, and his neighbour at once guessed the reason of his start. 
Doctor Hugh looked grave an instant; then he said: “‘I see you’ve 
been altering the text!’”” Dencombe was a passionate corrector, a 
fingerer of style; the last thing he ever arrived at was a form final 
for himself. His ideal would have been to publish secretly, and 
then, on the published text, treat himself to the terrified revise, 
sacrificing always a first edition and beginning for posterity and 
even for the collectors, poor dears, with a second. This morning, 
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in “The Middle Years,” his pencil had pricked a dozen lights. He 
was amused at the effect of the young man’s reproach; for an in- - 
stant it made him change colour. He stammered at any rate am- 
biguously, then through a blur of ebbing consciousness saw Doctor 
Hugh’s mystified eyes. He only had time to feel he was about to 
be ill again—that emotion, excitement, fatigue, the heat of the 
sun, the solicitation of the air, had combined to play him a trick, 
before, stretching out a hand to his visitor with a plaintive cry, 
he lost his senses altogether. 

Later he knew he had fainted and that Doctor Hugh had got 
him home in a Bath-chair, the conductor of which, prowling within 
hail for custom, had happened to remember seeing him in the gar- 
den of the hotel. He had recovered his perception on the way, and 
had, in bed that afternoon, a vague recollection of Doctor Hugh’s 
young face, as they went together, bent over him in a comforting 
laugh and expressive of something more than a suspicion of his 
identity. That identity was ineffaceable now, and all the more that 
he was rueful and sore. He had been rash, been stupid, had gone 
out too soon, stayed out too long. He oughtn’t to have exposed 
himself to strangers, he ought to have taken his servant. He felt 
as if he had fallen into a hole too deep to descry any little patch 
of heaven. He was confused about the time that had passed—he 
pieced the fragments together. He had seen his doctor, the real 
one, the one who had treated him from the first and who had again 
been very kind. His servant was in and out on tiptoe, looking very 
wise after the fact. He said more than once something about the 
sharp young gentleman. The rest was vagueness in so far as it 
wasn’t despair. The vagueness, however, justified itself by dreams, 
dozing anxieties from which he finally emerged to the conscious- 
ness of a dark room and a shaded candle. 

“Youll be all right again—I know all about you now,” said a 
voice near him that he felt to be young. Then his meeting with 
Doctor Hugh came back. He was too discouraged to joke about it 
yet, but made out after a little that the interest was intense for his 
visitor. “Of course I can’t attend you professionally—you’ve got 
your own man, with whom I’ve talked and who’s excellent,’’ Doc- 
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tor Hugh went on. “But you must let me come to see you asa 
good friend. I’ve just looked in before going to bed. You’re doing 
beautifully, but it’s a good job I was with you on the cliff. I shall 
come in early tomorrow. I want to do something for you. I want to 
do everything. You’ve done a tremendous lot for me.” The young 
man held his hand, hanging over him, and poor Dencombe, 
weakly aware of this living pressure, simply lay there and 
accepted his devotion. He couldn’t do anything less—he needed 
help too much.) 

The idea of the help he needed was very present to him that 
night, which he spent in a lucid stillness, an intensity of thought 
that constituted a reaction from his hours of stupor. He was lost, 
he was lost—he was lost if he couldn’t be saved. He wasn’t afraid 
of suffering, of death, wasn’t even in love with life; but he had 
had a deep demonstration of desire. It came over him in the long 
quiet hours that only with “The Middle Years” had he taken his 
flight; only on that day, visited by soundless processions, had he 
recognised his kingdom. He had had a revelation of his range. 
What he dreaded _was the idea that his reputation should stand 
on the unfinished). It wasn’t with,his past but with his future that 
it should properly be concerned. Illness and age rose before him 
like spectres with pitiless eyes; how was he to bribe such fates to 
give him the second chance?/He had had the one chance that all 
men have—he had had the chance of life. He went to sleep again 
very late, and when he awoke Doctor Hugh was sitting at hand. 
There was already by this time something beautifully familiar in 
him. 

“Don’t think I’ve turned out your physician,” he said; “I’m 
acting with his consent. He has been here and seen you. Somehow 
he seems to trust me. I told him how we happened to come to- 
gether yesterday, and he recognises that I’ve a peculiar right.” 

Dencombe felt his own face pressing. ““How have you squared 
the Countess?” 

The young man blushed a little, but turned it off. “Oh never 
mind the Countess!” 

“You told me she was very exacting.” 
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Doctor Hugh had a wait. “So she is.” 
_ “And Miss Vernham’s an intrigante.” 

‘How do you know that?” 

“T know everything. One das to, to write decently!” 

“T think she’s mad,” said limpid Doctor Hugh. 

“Well, don’t quarrel with the Countess—she’s a present help 
to you.” 

“T don’t quarrel,” Doctor Hugh returned. “But I don’t get on 
with silly women.” Presently he added: “You seem very much 
alone.” 

“That often happens at my age. I’ve outlived, I’ve lost by the 
way.” 

_ Doctor Hugh faltered; then surmounting a soft scruple: 
“Whom have you lost?” 


ae one.” 
“Ah no,” the young man breathed, laying a hand on his arm. 

“T once had a wife—I once had a son. My wife died when my 
child was born, and my boy, at school, was carried off by typhoid.” 

“J wish I’d been there!” cried Doctor Hugh. 

“Well—if you’re here!”” Dencombe answered with a smile that, 
in spite of dimness, showed how he valued being sure of his com- 
panion’s whereabouts. 

“You talk strangely of your age. You're not old.” 

“Hypocrite—so early!” 

“I speak physiologically.” 

_ “That’s the way I’ve been speaking for the last five years, and 
it’s exactly what I’ve been saying to myself. It isn’t till we are old 
that we begin to tell ourselves we’re not.” 

“Yet I know I myself am young,” Doctor Hugh returned. 

“Not so well as I!” laughed his patient, whose visitor indeed 
would have established the truth in question by the honesty with 
which he changed the point of view, remarking that it must be one 
of the charms of age—at any rate in the case of high distinction 
—to feel that one has laboured and achieved. Doctor Hugh em- 






ployed the common phrase about earning one’s rest, and it madel y 


_ poor Dencombe for an instant almost angry. He recovered him-, 
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self, however, to explain, lucidly enough, that if, Gietderseale 
he knew nothing of such a balm, it was doubtless eedtite he had 
wasted inestimable years. He had followed literature from the 
first, but he had taken a lifetime to get abreast of her. Only today 
at last had he begun to see, so that all he had hitherto shown was 
a movement without a direction; He had ripened too late and was 
so clumsily constituted that he had ee to teach himself by mis- 
takes. 

cor prefer your flowers then to other people’s fruit, and your 
mistakes to other people’s successes,” said gallant Doctor Hugh. 

““Tt’s for your mistakes I admire you.” 

“You’re happy—you don’t know,” Dencombe answered. 

Looking at his watch the young man had got up; he named 
the hour of the afternoon at which he would return. Dencombe 
warned him against committing himself too deeply, and expressed 
again all his dread of making him neglect the Countess—perhaps 
incur her displeasure. 

“T want to be like you—I want to learn by mistakes!” Doctor 
Hugh laughed. 

“Take care you don’t make too grave a one! But do come back,” 
Dencombe added with the glimmer of a new idea. 

\“You should have had more vanity!’’? His friend spoke as if 
he knew the exact amount required to make a man of letters 
normal. ; 

“No, no—I only should have had more time. I want another 
go.” 

“Another go?” 

“T want an extension.” 

“An extension?” Again Doctor Hugh repeated Dencombe’s 
words, with which he seemed to have been struck. 

“Don’t you know?—I want to what they call ‘live.’ ” 

The young man, for good-bye, had taken his hand, which closed 
with a certain force. They looked at each other hard. “You will 
live,” said Doctor Hugh. 

“Don’t be superficial. It’s too serious!” 

“You shall live!” Dencombe’s visitor declared, turning pale. 
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“Ah that’s better!” And as he retired the invalid, with a trou- 
bled laugh, sank gratefully back. 
All that day and all the following night he wondered if it 
mightn’t be arranged. His doctor came again, his servant was 
attentive, but it was to his confident young friend that he felt 
himself mentally appeal. His collapse on the cliff was plausibly ex- 
plained and his liberation, on a better basis, promised for the mor- 
row; meanwhile, however, the intensity of his meditations kept 
-him tranquil and made him indifferent. The idea that occupied 
him was none the less absorbing because it was a morbid fancy. 
Here was a clever son of the age, ingenious and ardent, who hap- 
pened to have set him up for connoisseurs to worship( This servant 
of his altar had all the new learning in science and all the old rev- 
erence in faith; wouldn’t he therefore put his knowledge at the 
disposal of his sympathy, his craft at the disposal of his love? 
Couldn’t he be trusted to invent a remedy for a poor artist to 
whose art he had paid a tribute?) he couldn’t the alternative was 
hard: Dencombe would have to surrender to silence unvindicated 
and undivined. The rest of the day and all the next he toyed in 
secret with this sweet futility. Who would work the miracle for 
him but the young man who could combine such lucidity with 
such passion? He thought of the fairy-tales of science and 
charmed himself into forgetting that he looked for a magic that 
was not of this world. Doctor Hugh was an apparition, and that 
placed him above the law. He came and went while his patient, 
who now sat up, followed him with supplicating eyes. The interest 
of knowing the great author had made the young man begin “The 
Middle Years” afresh and would help him to find a richer sense 
between its covers. pena had told him what he “tried for”; 
with all his intelligence, on a first perusal, Doctor Hugh had failed 
to guess it. The baffled celebrity wondered then who in the world 
would guess it: he was amused once more at the diffused massive 
weight that could be thrown into the missing of an intention. Yet 
he wouldn’t rail at the general mind to-day—consoling as that ever 
had been: the revelation of his own slowness had seemed to make 
all stupidity sacred. ) ! 
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Doctor Hugh, after a little, was visibly worried, confessing, 
on enquiry, to a source of embarrassment at home. “Stick to the 
Countess—don’t mind me,’”’ Dencombe said repeatedly; for his 
companion was frank enough about the large lady’s attitude. She 
was so jealous that she had fallen ill—she resented such a breach 
of allegiance. She paid so much for his fidelity that she must have 
it all: she refused him the right to other sympathies, charged him 
with scheming to make her die alone, for it was needless to point 
out how little Miss Vernham was a resource in trouble. When Doc- 
tor Hugh mentioned that the Countess would already have left 
Bournemouth if he hadn’t kept her in bed, poor Dencombe held 
his arm tighter and said with decision: “Take her straight away.” 
They had gone out together, walking back to the sheltered nook 
in which, the other day, they had met. The young man, who had 
given his companion a personal support, declared with emphasis 
that his conscience was clear—he could ride two horses at once. 
Didn’t he dream for his future of a time when he should have to 
ride five hundred? Longing equally for virtue, Dencombe replied 
that in that golden age no patient would pretend to have con- 
tracted with him for his whole attention. On the part of the Count- 
ess wasn’t such an avidity lawful? Doctor Hugh denied it, said 
there was no contract, but only a free understanding, and that 
a sordid servitude was impossible to a generous spirit; he liked 
moreover to talk about art, and that was the subject on which, this 
time, as they sat together on the sunny bench, he tried most to 
engage the author of “The Middle Years.”/ Dencombe, soaring 
again a little on the weak wings of oY, Ce and still haunted 
by that happy notion of an organised rescue, found another strain 
of eloquence to plead the cause of a certain splendid “last man- 
ner,” the very citadel, as it would prove, of his reputation, the 
stronghold into which his real treasure would be gathered. While 
his listener gave up the morning and the great still sea ostensi- 
bly waited he had a wondrous explanatory hour. Even for him- 
self he was inspired as he told what his treasure would consist of; 
the precious metals he would dig from the mine, the jewels rare, 
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"strings of pearls, he would hang between the prrutane of his 
~ temple. He was wondrous for himself, so thick his convictions 
crowded, but still more wondrous for Doctor Hugh, who assured 
him none the less that the very pages he had just published were 
already encrusted with gems. This admirer, however, panted for 
the combinations to come and, before the face of the beautiful day, 
renewed to Dencombe his guarantee that his profession would 
hold itself responsible for such a life. Then he suddenly clapped 
his hand upon his watch-pocket and asked leave to absent himself 
for half an hour. Dencombe waited there for his return, but was 
at last recalled to the actual by the fall of a shadow across the 
ground. The shadow darkened into that of Miss Vernham, the 
young lady in attendance on the Countess; whom Dencombe, 
recognising her, perceived so clearly to have come to speak to 
him that he rose from his bench to acknowledge the civility. Miss 
Vernham indeed proved not particularly civil; she looked 
strangely agitated, and her type was now unmistakeable. 
“Excuse me if I do ask,” she said, “whether it’s. too much to 


hope that you may be induced to leave Doctor Hugh alone.” Then 


before our poor friend, greatly disconcerted, could protest: “You 
ought to be informed that you stand in his light—that you may 
do him a terrible injury.” 

“Do you mean by causing the Countess to dispense with his 

services?” 
“By causing her to disinherit him.” Dencombe stared at this, 
and Miss Vernham pursued, in the gratification of seeing she 
could produce an impression: “It has depended on himself to come 
into something very handsome. He has had a grand prospect, but 
I think you’ve succeeded in spoiling it.” 

“Not intentionally, I assure you. Is there no hope i accident 
may be repaired?” Dencombe asked. 


“She was ready to do anything for him. She takes great fancies, 


she lets herself go—it’s her way. She has no relations, she’s free 
to dispose of her money, and she’s very ill,” said Miss Vernham 
fora climax. 
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“T’m very sorry to hear it,’ Dencombe stammered. 

““Wouldn’t it be possible for you to leave Bournemouth? That’s 
what I’ve come to see about.” 

He sank to his bench. “I’m very ill myself, but Ill try!” 

Miss Vernham still stood there with her colourless eyes and 
the brutality of her good conscience. “Before it’s too late, please!” 
she said; and with this she turned her back, in order, quickly, as 
if it had been a business to which she could spare but a precious 
moment, to pass out of his sight. 

/ Oh yes, after this Dencombe was certainly very ill. Miss Vern- 
ham had upset him with her rough fierce news; it was the sharpest 
( shock to him to discover what was at stake for a penniless young 
‘man of fine parts. He sat trembling on his bench, staring at the 
waste of waters, feeling sick with the directness of the blow. He 
was indeed too weak, too unsteady, too alarmed; but he would 
make the effort to get away, for he couldn’t accept the guilt of 
interference and his honour was really involved. He would hobble 
home, at any rate, and then think what was to be done. He made 
his way back to the hotel and, as he went, had a characteristic 
vision of Miss Vernham’s great motive. The Countess hated ~ 
women of course—Dencombe was lucid about that; so the hungry” 
pianist had no personal hopes and could only console herself with 
the bold conception,of helping Doctor Hugh in order to marry 
him after he should get his money or else induce him to recognise 
her claim for compensation and buy her off. If she had befriended 
him at a fruitful crisis he would really, as a man of delicacy— 
and she knew what to think of that point—have to reckon with 
her. . 
At the hotel Dencombe’s servant insisted on his going back to 
bed. The invalid had talked about catching a train and had begun. 
with orders to pack; after which his racked nerves had yielded to 
a sense of sickness. He consented to see his physician, who im- 
mediately was sent for, but he wished it to be understood that his 
door was irrevocably closed to Doctor Hugh. He had his plan, 
which was so fine that he rejoiced in it after getting back to bed. — 
Doctor Hugh, suddenly finding himself snubbed without mercy, 
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_ would, in natural disgust and to the joy of Miss Vernham, renew 
his allegiance to the Countess. When his physician arrived Den- 
combe learned that he was feverish and that this was very wrong: 
he was to cultivate calmness and try, if possible, not to think. For 
the rest of the day he wooed stupidity; but|there was an ache that 
kept him sentient, the probable sacrifice of his “extension,” the 
limit of his course. His medical adviser was anything but pleased; 
his successive relapses were ominous. He charged this personage 
to put out a strong hand and take Doctor Hugh off his mind— 
it would contribute so much to his being quiet. The agitat- 
ing name, in his room, was not mentioned again, but his security 
was a smothered fear, and it was not confirmed by the receipt, at 
ten o’clock that evening, of a telegram which his servant opened 
and read him and to which, with an address in London, the signa- 
ture of Miss Vernham was attached. “Beseech you to use all in- 
fluence to make our friend join us here in the morning. Countess 
much the worse for dreadful journey, but everything may still be 
saved.” The two ladies had gathered themselves up and had been 
capable in the afternoon of a spiteful revolution. They had started 
for the capital, and if the elder one, as Miss Vernham had an- 
nounced, was very ill, she had wished to make it clear that she 
was proportionately reckless. Poor Dencombe, who was not reck- 
less and who only desired that everything should indeed be 
“saved,” sent this missive straight off to the young man’s lodging 
and had on the morrow the pleasure of knowing that he had 
quitted Bournemouth by an early train. 

Two days later he pressed in with a copy of a literary journal 
in his hand. He had returned because he was anxious and for the 
pleasure of flourishing the great review of “The Middle Years.” 
_ Here at least was something adequate—it rose to the occasion; 
it was an acclamation, a reparation, a critical attempt to place the 
author in the niche he had fairly won. Dencombe accepted and 
submitted; he made neither objection nor enquiry, for old com- 
plications had returned and he had had two dismal days. He 
was convinced not only that he should never again leave his bed, 
so that his young friend might pardonably remain, but that the 
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demand he should make on the patience of beholders would be of | 
the most moderate. Doctor Hugh had been to town, and he tried 
to find in his eyes some confession that the Countess was pacified 
and his legacy clinched; but all he could see there was the light of 
his juvenile joy in two or three of the phrases of the newspaper. 
Dencombe couldn’t read them, but when his visitor had insisted 
on repeating them more than once he was able to shake an unin- 
toxicated head. “Ah no—but they would have been true of what I 
could have done!” 

“What people ‘could have done’ is mainly what they’ve in fact 
done,” Doctor Hugh contended. . 

“Mainly, yes; but I’ve been an idiot!”” Dencombe said. 

Doctor Hugh did remain; the end was coming fast. Two days 
later his patient observed to him, by way of the feeblest of jokes, 
that there would now be no question whatever of a second chance. 
At this the young man stared; then he exclaimed: ‘/Why it has 
come to pass—it has come to pass! The second chance has been 
the public’s—the chance to find the point of view, to pick up the 
pearl!” 

“Oh the pearl!” poor Dencombe uneasily sighed. A smile as 
_cold as a winter sunset flickered on his drawn lips as he added: 

“The pearl is the unwritten—the pearl is the unalloyed, the rest, 
the lost!” 

From that hour he was less and less present, heedless to all ap- 
pearance of what went on round him. His disease was definitely 
mortal, of an action as relentless, after the short arrest that had 
enabled him to fall in with Doctor Hugh, as a leak in a great ship. 
Sinking steadily, though this visitor, a man of rare resources, now ~ 
cordially approved by his physician, showed endless art in guard- 
ing him from pain, poor Dencombe kept no reckoning of favour or 
neglect, betrayed no symptom of regret or speculation. Yet toward 
the last he gave a sign of having noticed how for two days Doc- 
tor Hugh hadn’t been in his room, a sign that consisted of his sud- 
denly opening his eyes to put a quesvicn Had he spent those days 
with the Countess? 





EERE MIDDLE YEARS 
“The Countess is dead,” said Doctor Hugh. “I knew that ina 
particular contingency she wouldn’t resist. I went to her grave.” 
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Dencombe’s eyes opened wider. “She left you ‘something hand- | 


some’?” 

The young man gave a laugh almost too light for a chamber of 
woe. “Never a penny. She roundly cursed me.” 

“Cursed you?” Dencombe wailed. 

“For giving her up. I gave her up for you, I had to choose,” his 
companion explained. 

“You chose to let a fortune go?” 

‘I chose to accept, whatever they might be, the consequences 
of my infatuation,” smiled Doctor Hugh. Then as a larger pleas- 
antry: ‘‘The fortune be hanged! It’s your own fault if I can’t get 
your things out of my head.”’/ 

The immediate tribute to his humour was a long bewildered 
moan; after which, for many hours, many days, Dencombe lay 
motionless and absent{ A response so absolute, such a glimpse of a 
definite result and such a sense of credit, worked together in his 
mind and, producing a strange commotion, slowly altered and 
transfigured his despair. The sense of cold submersion left him— 
he seemed to float without an effort. The incident was extraordi- 
nary as evidence, and it shed an intenser light. At the last he signed 
to Doctor Hugh to listen and, when he was down on his knees by 
the pillow, brought him very near. /You’ve made me think it all a 
delusion.” 

“Not your glory, my dear friend,” stammered the young man. 

“Not my glory—what there is of it! It 7s glory—to have been 
tested, to have had our little quality and cast our little spell. The 
thing is to have made somebody care. You happen to be crazy of 
course, but that doesn’t affect the law.” 

“You're a great success!” said Doctor Hugh, putting into his 
~ young voice the ring of a marriage-bell. 









speak once more. ‘{A second chance—that’s the delusion. here | 
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Dencombe lay re this in; then he gathered strength to 


never was to be but one. We work in the dark—we do what we 
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_ can—we give aiewe have. Our dou bt is our passion and our p pas- 
| sion is our task. The rest is the ‘madness of art.” ss 





_=—'Tf you’ve doubted, if you’ve despaired, you’ve ee ‘done’ ~@ 
— it,” his visitor subtly argued. : 
_ “We’ve done something or other,” Dencombe conceded. 

— Something or other is everything. It’s the feasible. It’s aD 
- “Comforter!”? poor Dencombe ironically sighed. 

hi “But it’s true,” insisted his friend. 

7 “Tt’s true{ It’s frustration that doesn’t count.” 

i “Frustration’s only life,” said Doctor Hugh. ‘ 


“Yes, it’s what passes.” Poor Dencombe was barely audible, 
but he had marked with the words the virtual end of his first and 
ry only chance. 
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THE poor young man hesitated and procrastinated: Gt cost him 
such an effort to broach the subject of terms, to speak of money 
to a person who spoke only of feelings and, as it were, of the aris- 
tocracy. Yet he was unwilling to take leave, treating his engage- 
ment as settled, without some more conventional glance in that 
direction than he could find an opening for in the manner of the 
large affable lady who sat there drawing a pair of soiled gants de 
Suéde through a fat jewelled hand and, at once pressing and glid- 
ing, repeated over and over everything but the thing he would 
have liked to hear. He would have liked to hear the figure of his 
salary; but just as he was nervously about to sound that note the 
little boy came back—the little boy Mrs. Moreen had sent out 
of the room to fetch her fan. He came back without the fan, only 
with the casual observation that he couldn’t find it. As he dropped | 
this cynical confession he looked straight and hard at the candi- 
date for the honour of taking his education in hand. This person- 
age reflected somewhat grimly that the first thing he should have 
to teach his little charge would be to appear to address himself to 
his mother when he spoke to her—especially not to make her such 
an improper answer as that. 

When Mrs. Moreen bethought herself of this pretext for getting 
tid of their companion Pemberton supposed it was precisely to 
approach the delicate subject of his remuneration. But it had been 
only to say some things about her son that it was better a boy of 
eleven shouldn’t catch. They were extravagantly to his advantage 
save when she lowered her voice to sigh, tapping her left side fa- 
miliarly, “And all overclouded by this, you know; all at the mercy 
of a weakness—!” Pemberton gathered that the weakness was: 
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in the region of the heart. He fad enews the poor child v was nat 
robust: this was the basis on which he had been invited to treat, 
through an English lady, an Oxford acquaintance, then at Nice, 
who happened to know both his needs and those of the amiable 
American family looking out for something really superior in the 
way of a resident tutor. 

The young man’s impression of his prospective pupil, who had 
come into the room as if to see for himself the moment Pemberton 
was admitted, was not quite the soft solicitation the visitor had 
taken for granted. Morgan Moreen was somehow sickly without 
being “delicate,” and that he looked intelligent—it is true Pem- 
berton wouldn’t have enjoyed his being stupid—only added to 
the suggestion that, as with his big mouth and big ears he really 
couldn’t be called pretty, he might too utterly fail to please.)Pem- 
berton was modest, was even timid; and the chance that his small 
scholar would prove cleverer than himself had quite figured, to 
his anxiety, among the dangers of an untried experiment, He re- 
flected, however, that these were risks one had to run when one 
accepted a position, as it was called, in a private family; when as 
yet one’s university honours had, pecuniarily speaking, remained 
barren. At any rate when Mrs. Moreen got up as to intimate that, 
since it was understood he would enter upon his duties within the 
week she would let him off now, he succeeded, in spite of the pres- 


ence of the child, in squeezing out a phrase about the rate of pay- 


ment / It was not the fault of the conscious smile which seemed a 
reference to the lady’s expensive identity, it was not the fault of 
this demonstration, which had, in a sort, both vagueness and point, 
if the allusion didn’t sound rather vulgar. This was exactly be- 
cause she became still more gracious to reply: “Oh I can assure 
you that all that will be quite regular.” 

Pemberton only wondered, while he took up his hat, what “all 
that” was to amount to—people had such different ideas. Mrs. 
Moreen’s words, however, seemed to commit the family to a 
pledge definite enough to elicit from the child a strange little com- 
ment in the shape of the mocking foreign ejaculation “Oh la-la!” 

Pemberton, in some confusion, glanced at him as he walked | 
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_ slowly to the window with his back turned, his hands in his pock- 
ets and the air in his elderly shoulders of a boy who didn’t play. 
The young man wondered if he should be able to teach him to 
play, though his mother had said it would never do and that this 
was why school was impossible. Mrs. Moreen exhibited no discom- 
fiture; she only continued blandly: “Mr. Moreen will be delighted 
to meet your wishes. As I told you, he has been called to London 
for a week. As soon as he comes back you shall have it out with 
him.” 

This was so frank and friendly that the young man could only 
reply, laughing as his hostess laughed: “Oh I don’t imagine we 
shall have much of a battle.” . 

“They'll give you anything you like,” the boy remarked unex- 
pectedly, returning from the window. “‘We don’t mind what any- 
thing costs—we live awfully well.” 

“My darling, you’re too quaint!” his mother exclaimed, putting 
out to caress him a practised but ineffectual hand. He slipped out 
of it, but ae with intelligent innocent eyes at Pemberton, who 
had already had time to notice that from one moment to the other 
his small satiric face seemed to change its time of life. At this mo- 
ment it was infantine, yet it appeared also to be under the influ- 
ence of curious intuitions and knowledges) Pemberton_rather.dis-. 
liked_precocity and was disappointed to find gleams of it in a 
disciple not yet in his teens. Nevertheless he divined on the spot 
that Morgan wouldn’t prove a bore. He would prove on the con- 
trary a source of agitation. This idea held the young man, in spite 
of a certain repulsion. 

“You pompous little person! We're not extravagant!” Mrs. 
Moreen gaily protested, making another unsuccessful attempt to 
draw the boy to her side. “You must know what to expect,” she 
went on to Pemberton. 

“The less you expect the better!” her companion interposed. 
“But we are people of fashion.” 

“Only so far as you make us so!” Mrs. Moreen tenderly mocked. 
“Well then, on Friday—don’t tell me you’re superstitious—and 
_ mind you don’t fail us. Then you'll see us all. I’m so sorry the girls 
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are out. I guess you'll like the girls. And, you know, I’ve another 
son, quite different from this one.” 

“He tries to imitate me,”’ Morgan said to their friend. 

“He tries? Why he’s twenty years old!” cried Mrs. Moreen. 

“Youre very witty,” Pemberton remarked to the child—a prop- 
osition his mother echoed with enthusiasm, declaring Morgan’s 
sallies to be the delight of the house. 

The boy paid no heed to this; he only enquired abruptly of the 
visitor, who was surprised afterwards that he hadn’t struck him 
as offensively forward: “Do you want very much to come?” 

“Can you doubt it after such a description of what I shall 
hear?” Pemberton replied. Yet\he didn’t want to come at all; he 
was coming because he had to go somewhere, thanks to the col- 
lapse of his fortune at the end of a year abroad spent on the sys- 
tem of putting his scant patrimony into a single full wave of ex- 
perience, JHe had had his full wave but couldn’t pay the score at 
his inn, ’Moreove he had caught in the boy’s eyes the glimpse 
of a far-off appeal.) 

“Well, P’ll do the best I can for you,” said Morgan; with which 
he turned away again. He passed out of one of the long windows; 
Pemberton saw him go and lean on the parapet of the terrace. He 
remained there while the young man took leave of his mother, who, 
on Pemberton’s looking as if he expected a farewell from him, in- 
terposed with: ‘Leave him, leave him; he’s so strange!” Pember- 
ton supposed her to fear something he might say. ““He’s a genius 
—you’ll love him,” she added. “He’s much the most interesting 
person in the family.” And before he could invent some civility 
to oppose to this she wound up with: “But we’re all good, you | 
art 

e’s a genius—you’ll love him! ’) were words that recurred 
to our aspirant before the Friday, suggesting among many things 
that geniuses were not invariably loveable. However, it was all 
the better if there was an element that would make tutorship ab- 
sorbing: he had perhaps taken too much for granted it would only 
disgust him.’ As he left the villa after his interview he looked up 









TL Ss lela. Cal iin, IRE ea Sa 
soe gh oy he 


; . ; THE PUPIL. I31 
at the balcony and saw the child leaning over it. “We shall have 
great larks!” he called up. 

Morgan hung fire a moment and then gaily returned: “By the 
time you come back I shall have thought of something witty!” 


This made Pemberton say to himself “After all he’s rather 
nice.” 


II 


ON THE Friday he saw them all, as Mrs. Moreen had promised, 
for her husband had come back and the girls and the other son 
were at home. Mr. Moreen had a white moustache, a confiding 
manner and, in his buttonhole, the ribbon of a foreign order— 
bestowed, as Pemberton eventually learned, for services. For what 
services he never clearly ascertained: this was a point—one of a 
large number—that Mr. Moreen’s manner never confided. What 
it emphatically did confide was that he was even more a man of 
the world than you might first make out. Ulick, the firstborn, was 
in visible training for the same profession—under the disadvan- 
tage as yet, however, of a buttonhole but feebly floral and a mous- 
tache with no pretensions to type. The girls had hair and figures 
and manners and small fat feet, but had never been out alone‘ As 
for Mrs. Moreen Pemberton saw on a nearer view that her ele- 
gance was intermittent and her parts didn’t always match, Her 
husband, as she had promised, met with enthusiasm Pemberton’s 
ideas in regard to a salary. The young man had endeavoured to 
keep these stammerings modest, and sige Moreen made it no secret 
that ke found them wanting in “style.” (He further mentioned that 
he aspired to be intimate with his children, to be their best friend, 
and that he was always looking out for them. That was what he o 
went off for, to London and other places—to look out; and this © 

vigilance was the theory of life, as well as the real menpadons of 
the whole family y) They all looked out, for they were very frank on 
the subject of its being necessary. They desired it to be under- 
stood that they were earnest people, and also that their fortune, 
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though quite adequate for earnest people, reqiiired the most care- — 
ful administration. Mr. Moreen, as the parent bird, sought sus- 
tenance for the nest. Ulick invoked support mainly at the club, 
where Pemberton guessed that it was usually served on green 
cloth; The girls used to do up their hair and their frocks them- 
selves, and our young man felt appealed to to be glad, in regard to 
Morgan’s education, that, though it must naturally be of the best, 
it didn’t cost too much: After a little he was glad, forgetting at 
times his own needs in the interest inspired by the child’s char- 
acter and culture and the pleasure of making easy terms for him. 

( During the first weeks of their acquaintance Morgan had been 
as 5 puzzling as a page in an unknown language—altogether differ- 
ent from the obvious little Anglo-Saxons who had misrepresented 
childhood to Pemberton. Andeed the whole mystic volume in 
which the boy had been amateurishly bound demanded some prac- 
tice in translation.-Today, after a considerable interval, there is 
something phantasmagoric, like a prismatic reflexion or a serial 
novel, in Pemberton’s memory of the queerness of the Moreens. 
If it were not for a few tangible tokens—a lock of Morgan’s hair 

ut by his own hand, and the half-dozen letters received from him 


‘\ when they were disjoined—-the whole episode and the figures peo- 


pling it would seem too inconsequent for anything but dreamland. ) 
Their supreme quaintness was their success—as it appeared to 
him for a while at the time; since he | had never seen a family so 
brilliantly equipped for Te Wasn’t it success to have kept 
him so hatefully long? Wasn’t if success to have drawn him in that 
first morning at déjeuner, the Friday he came—it was enough to 
make one superstitious—so that he utterly committed himself, 
and this not by calculation or on a signal, but from a happy in- 
stinct which made them, like a band of gipsies, work so neatly to- 
gether? They amused him as much as if they had really been a 
band of gipsies. He was still young and had not seen much of the 
world—his English years had been properly arid; therefore the 
reversed conventions of the Moreens—for they had their desper- 
ate proprieties—struck him as topsy-turvy. He had encountered — 
nothing like them at Oxford; still less had any such note been 
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- struck ts younger American ear during the four years at Yale 

in which he had richly supposed himself to be reacting against a 
Puritan san The reaction of the Moreens, at any rate, went 
ever so much further. He had thought himself very sharp that first 
day in hitting them all off in his mind with the “cosmopolite” la- 
bel. Later it seemed feeble and colourless—confessedly helplessly 
provisional. 4 

He yet when he first applied it felt a glow of joy+for an in- 
structor he was still empirical-yrise from the apprehension that 
living with them would really bé to see life. Their sociable strange- 
ness was an intimation of that—their chatter of tongues, their 
gaiety and good humour, their infinite dawdling (they were al- 
ways getting themselves up, but it took for ever, and Pemberton 
had once found Mr. Moreen shaving in the drawing-room), their 
French, their Italian and, cropping up in the foreign fluencies, 
their cold tough slices of American. They lived on maccaroni and 
coffee—they had these articles prepared in perfection—but they 
knew recipes for a hundred other dishes. They overflowed with 
music and song, were always humming and catching each other 
up, and had a sort of professional acquaintance with Continen- 
tal cities. They talked of “good places” as if they had been pick- 
pockets or strolling players. They had at Nice a villa, a carriage, 
a piano and a banjo, and they went to official parties. They were a 
perfect calendar of the “days” of their friends, which Pemberton 
knew them, when they were indisposed, to get out of bed to go 
to, and which made the week larger than life when Mrs. Moreen 
talked of them with Paula and Amy. Their _initiations gave their 4. 
new inmate at first an almost dazzling sense of culture. Mrs. Mo- 
Yeen had translated something at some former period—an author 
whom it made Pemperton feel borné never to have heard of. They 
could imitate Venetian and sing Neapolitan, and when they 
wanted to say something very particular communicated with each 
other in an ingenious dialect of their own, an elastic spoken cipher 
which Pemberton at first took for some patois of one of their coun- 
tries, but which he “caught on to” as he would not have grasped 
provincial development of Spanish or German. 
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“Tt’s the family language—Ultramoreen,” Morgan explained 
to him drolly enough; but the boy rarely condescended to use 
it himself, though he dealt in colloquial Latin as if he had been 
a little prelate. 

Among all the “days” with which Mrs. Moreen’s memory was 
taxed she managed to squeeze in one of her own, which her friends 
sometimes forgot. But the house drew a frequented air from the 
number of fine people who were freely named there and from sev- 
ral mysterious men with foreign titles and English clothes whom 
Morgan called the Princes and who, on sofas with the girls, talked 
French very loud—though sometimes with some oddity of accent 
—as if to show they were saying nothing improper. Pemberton 
wondered how the Princes could ever propose in that tone and so 
publicly: he took for granted cynically that this was what was de- 
sired of them. Then he recognised that even for the chance of such 
an advantage Mrs. Moreen would never allow Paula and Amy 
to receive alone. These young ladies were not at all timid, but it 
was just the safeguards that made them so candidly free. It was a 
houseful of Bohemians who wanted tremendously to be Philistines, 

In one respect, however, certainly, they achieved no rigour— 
they were wonderfully amiable and ecstatic about Morgan. -It 
was a genuine tenderness, an artless admiration, equally strong in 
each. They even praised his beauty, which was small, and were 
as afraid of him as if they felt him of finer clay. They spoke of him 
as a little angel and a prodigy—they touched on his want of health 
with long, vague faces. Pemberton feared at first an extravagance 
that might make him hate the boy, but before this happened he 
had become extravagant himself. Later, when he had grown rather 
to hate the others, it was a bribe to patience for him that they 
were at any rate nice about Morgan, going on tiptoe if they fan- 
cied he was showing symptoms, and even giving up somebody’s 
“day” to procure him a pleasuré. Mixed with this too was the odd- 
est wish to make him independent, as if they had felt themselves 


“not good enough for him.) They passed him over to the new mem- 


ber of their circle very much as if wishing to force some charity 
of adoption on so free an agent and get rid of their own charge 
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_ They were delighted when they saw Morgan take so to his kind 
playfellow, and could think of no higher praise for the young man. 
It was strange how they contrived to reconcile the appearance, 
and indeed the essential fact, of adoring the child with their ea- 
gerness to wash their hands of him,(Did they want to get rid of 
him before he should find them out?)Pemberton was finding them 
out month by month. The boy’s fond family, however this might 
be, turned their backs with exaggerated delicacy, as if to avoid the 
reproach of interfering.(Seeing in time how little he had in com- 
mon with them—it was by them he first observed it; they pro- 

- claimed it with complete humility—his companion was moved to’ 
speculate on the mysteries of transmission, the far jumps of hered- 
ity.) Where his detachment from most of the things they repre- 
sefted had come from was more than an observer could say—it 
certainly had burrowed under two or three generations. 

As for Pemberton’s own estimate of his pupil, it was a good 
while before he got the point of view, so little had he been pre- 
pared for it by the smug young barbarians to whom the tradition 
of tutorship, as hitherto revealed to him, had been adjusted. Mor- 
gan was scrappy and surprising, deficient in many properties sup- 
posed common to the genus and abounding in others that were the 
portion only of the supernaturally clever. One day his friend made 
a great stride: it cleared up the question to perceive that Morgan 
was supernaturally clever and that, though the formula was tem- 
porarily meagre, this would be the only assumption on which one 
could successfully deal with him. He had the general quality of a 
child for whom life had not been simplified by school, a kind of 
homebred sensibility which might have been bad for himself but 
was charming for others, and a whole range of refinement and per- 
ception—little musical vibrations as taking as picked-up airs— 
begotten by wandering about Europe at the tail of his migratory 
tribe. This might not have been an education to recommend in 
advance, but its results with so special a subject were as appreci- 
able as the marks on a piece of fine porcelain. There was at the 
same time in him a,small strain of stoicism, doubtless the fruit of 
having had to begin early to bear pain, which counted for pluck 
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and made it of less consequence that he might have been thought a 


at school rather a polyglot little beast. Pemberton indeed quickly 
found himself rejoicing that school was out of the question: in 
any million of boys it was probably good for all but one, and Mor- 
gan was that millionth. It would have made him comparative and 
superior—it might have made him really require kicking. Pem- 
berton would try to be school himself—a bigger seminary than 
five hundred grazing donkeys, so that, winning no prizes, the 
boy would remain unconscious and irresponsible and amusing— 
amusing, because, though life was already intense in his childish 
nature, freshness still made there a strong draught for jokes. It 
turned out that even in the still air of Morgan’s various disabil- 
ities jokes flourished greatly. He was a pale lean acute _undevel- 
oped little cosmopolite, who liked intellectual gymnastics and who 
also, as regards the behaviour of mankind, had noticed more things 
than you might suppose ‘but who nevertheless had his proper. play- 
room of superstitions, where he smashed a dozen toys a day. ) 


Ill 


AT NIcE once, toward evening, as the pair rested in the open air 
after a walk, and looked over the sea at the pink western lights, 
he said suddenly to his comrade: “Do you like it, you know— 
being with us all in this intimate way?” 

“My dear fellow, why should I stay if I didn’t?” 

“How do I know you'll stay? I’m almost sure you won’t, very 
long.” 

“T hope you don’t mean to dismiss me,” said Pemberton. 

Morgan debated, looking at the sunset. “I think if I did right 
I ought to.” 

“Well, I know I’m supposed to instruct you in virtue; but in 
that case don’t do right.” 

“You’re very young—fortunately,” Morgan went on, turning 
‘to him again. 
. “Oh yes, compared with you!” 
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“Therefore it won’t matter so much if you do lose a lot of time.” 
“That’s the way to look at it,” said Pemberton accommodat- 

ingly: 

They were silent a minute; after which the boy asked: “Do 
you like my father and my mother very much?” 

“Dear me, yes. Charming people.” 

Morgan received this with another silence; then unexpectedly, 
familiarly, but at the same time affectionately, he remarked: 
“Youre a jolly old humbug!” : 

For a particular reason the words made our young man change (— 
colour. The boy noticed in an instant that he had turned red, 
whereupon he turned red himself and pupil and master exchanged 
a longish glance in which there was a consciousness of many more 
things than are usually touched upon, even tacitly, in such a rela- 
tion. It produced for Pemberton an embarrassment; it raised in a 
shadowy form a question—this was the first glimpse of it—des- 
‘tined to play a singular and, as he imagined, owing to the alto- 
gether peculiar conditions, an unprecedented part in his inter- 
course with his little companion. Later, when he found himself 
talking with the youngster in a way in which few youngsters could 
ever have been talked with, he thought of that clumsy moment 
on the bench at Nice as the dawn of an understanding that had 

broadened. What had added to the clumsiness then was that he 

thought it his duty to declare to Morgan that he might abuse him, 
Pemberton, as much as he liked, but must never abuse his parents. 
To this Morgan had the easy retort that he hadn’t dreamed of 
abusing them; which appeared to be true: it put Pemberton in the 
wrong. 

“Then why am I a humbug for saying J think them charming?” 
the young man asked, conscious of a certain rashness. 

“Well—they’re not your parents.” 

“They love you better than anything in the world—never for- 
get that,” said Pemberton. 

“Ts that why you like them so much?” 

“They’re very kind to me,” Pemberton replied evasively. 

“You are a humbug!” laughed Morgan, passing an arm into his 
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tutor’s. He leaned against him looking off at the sea again and 
swinging his long thin legs. 

“Don’t kick my shins,” said Pemberton while he reflected 
“Hang it, I can’t complain of them to the child!” 

“There’s another reason too,’ Morgan went on, keeping his 
legs still. 

“Another reason for what?” 

“Besides their not being your parents.” 

“T don’t understand you,” said Pemberton. 

‘Well, you will before long. All right!” 

He did understand fully before long, but he made a fight even 
with himself before he confessed it. He thought it the oddest thing 
to have a struggle with the child about. He wondered he didn’t 
hate the hope of the Moreens for bringing the struggle on. But by 
the time it began any such sentiment for that scion was closed to 
him. Morgan was a special case, and to know him was to accept 
him on his own odd terms. Pemberton had spent his aversion to 
special cases before arriving at knowledge. When at last he did 
arrive his quandary was great. Against every interest he had at- 
tached himself. They would have to meet things together. Before 
they went home that evening at Nice the boy had said, clinging 
to his arm: ; 

“Well, at any rate you’ll hang on to the last.” 

“To the last?” 

“Till you’re fairly beaten.” 

“Vou ought to be fairly beaten!” cried the young man, drawing 
him closer. 


IV 


A vear after he had come to live with them Mr. and Mrs. Moreen 
suddenly gave up the villa at Nice. Pemberton had got used to 
suddeness, having seen it practised on a considerable scale during 
two jerky little tours—one in Switzerland the first summer, and 
the other late in the winter, when they all ran down to Florence 
and then, at the end of ten days, liking it much less than they 
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had intended, straggled back in mysterious depression. They had 
returned to Nice “for ever,” as they said; but this didn’t prevent 
their squeezing, one rainy muggy May night, into a second-class 
railway-carriage—you could never tell by which class they would 
travel—where Pemberton helped them to stow away a wonderful 
collection of bundles and bags. The explanation of this manceuvre 
was that they had determined to spend the summer “‘in some brac- 
ing place”; but in Paris they dropped into a small furnished apart- 
ment—a fourth floor in a third-rate avenue, where there was a 
smell on the staircase and the~portier was hateful—and passed the 
next four months in blank indigence. 

The better part of this baffled sojourn was for the preceptor 
and his pupil, who, visiting the Invalides and Notre Dame, the 
Conciergerie and all the museums,.took a hundred remunerative 
rambles. They learned to know their Paris, which was useful, for 
they came back another year for a longer stay, the general char- 
acter of which in Pemberton’s memory today mixes pitiably and 
confusedly with that of the first. He sees Morgan’s shabby knick- 
erbockérs—the everlasting pair that didn’t match his blouse and 
that as he grew longer could only grow faded. He remembers the 
particular holes in his three or four pair of coloured stockings. 

Morgan was dear to his mother, but he never was better dressed 
than was absolutely necessary—partly, no doubt, by his own fault, 
for he was as indifferent to his appearance as a German philos- 
opher. “My dear fellow, you are coming to pieces,” Pemberton 
would say to him in sceptical remonstrance; to which the child 
would reply, looking at him serenely up and down: “My dear fel- 
low, so are you! I don’t want to cast you in the shade.” Pemberton 
could have no rejoinder for this—the assertion so closely repre- 
sented the fact. If however the deficiencies of his own wardrobe 
were a chapter by themselves he didn’t like his little charge to look 
too poor. Later he used to say “Well, if we’re poor, why, after all, 
shouldn’t we look it?” and he consoled himself with thinking there 
was something rather elderly and gentlemanly in Morgan’s dis- 
repair—it differed from the untidiness of the urchin who plays and 
spoils his things. He could trace perfectly the degrees by which, in 
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proportion as her little son confined himself to his tutor for society, 7 
Mrs. Moreen shrewdly forbore to renew his garments( $ She did — 
nothing that didn’t show, neglected him because he Loeaped no-- 
tice, and then, as he illustrated this clever policy, discouraged at 
home his public appearances. Her position was logical enough— 
those members of her family who did show had to be showy. 

During this period and several others Pemberton was quite 
aware of how he and his comrade might strike people; wandering 
languidly through the Jardin des Plantes as if they had nowhere 
to go, sitting on the winter days in the galleries of the Louvre, so 
splendidly ironical to the homeless, as if for the advantage of the 
calorifére. They joked about it sometimes: it was the sort of joke 
that was perfectly within the boy’s en hey figured them- 
selves as part of the vast vague hand-to-mouth multitude of the 
enormous city and pretended they were proud of their position in 
it—it showed them “such a lot of life” and made them conscious 
of a democratic brotherhood. If Pemberton couldn’t feel a sympa- 
thy in destitution with his small companion—for after all Mor- 
gan’s fond parents would never have let him really suffer—the boy 
would at least feel it with him, so it came to the same thing. He 
used sometimes to wonder what people would think they were— 
to fancy they were looked askance at, as if it might be a sus- 
pected case of kidnapping. Morgan wouldn’t be taken for a young 
patrician with a preceptor—he wasn’t smart enough; though he 
might pass for his companion’s sickly little brother. Now and then 
he had a five-franc piece, and except once, when they bought a 
couple of lovely neckties, one of which he made Pemberton accept, 
they laid it out scientifically in old books. This was sure to be a. 
great day, always spent on the quays, in a rummage of the dusty 
boxes that garnish the parapets. Such occasions helped them to 
live, for their books ran low very soon after the beginning of their 
acquaintance. Pemberton had a good many in England, but he 
was obliged to write to a friend and ask him Bindly to get some fel- 
low to give him something for them. 

If they had to relinquish that summer the advantage of the brac-_ 
ing climate the young man couldn’t but suspect this failure of the 





cup when at their very lips to have been the effect of a rude jostle 
of his own. This had represented his first blow-out, as he called it, 
with his patrons; his first successful attempt—though there was 
little other success about it—to bring them to a consideration of 
his impossible position. As the ostensible eve of a costly journey 
the moment had struck him as favourable to an earnest protest, 
the presentation of an ultimatum\ Ridiculous as it sounded, he had 
never yet been able to compass an uninterrupted private inter- 
view with the elder pair or with either of them singly. They were 
always flanked by their elder children, and poor Pemberton usually 
had his own little charge at his side. He was conscious of its being 
a house in which the surface of one’s delicacy got rather smudged; 
nevertheless he had preserved the bloom of his scruple against an- 
nouncing to Mr. and Mrs. Moreen with publicity that he shouldn’t 
be able to go on longer without a little money. He was still simple 
enough to suppose Ulick and Paula and Amy might not know that 
since his arrival he had only had a hundred and forty francs; and 
he was magnanimous enough to wish not to compromise their par- 
ents in their eyes. Mr. Moreen now listened to him, as he listened 
to every one and to every thing, like a man of the world, and 
seemed to appeal to him—though not of course too grossly—to 
try and be a little more of one himself. Pemberton recognised in 
fact the importance of the character—from the advantage it gave 
Mr. Moreen. He was not even confused or embarrassed, whereas 
the young man in his service was more so than there was any rea- 
son for. Neither was he surprised—at least any more than a gentle- 
man had to be who freely confessed himself a little shocked— 
though not perhaps strictly at Pemberton. 

“We must go into this, musn’t we, dear?” he said to his wife. 
He assured his young friend that the matter should have his very 
best attention; and he melted into space as elusively as if, at the 
door, he were taking an inevitable but deprecatory precedence. 
When, the next moment, Pemberton found himself.alone with 
Mrs. Moreen it was to hear her say “I see, I see” —stroking 
the roundness of her chin and looking as if she were only hesitat- 
ing between a dozen easy remedies. If they didn’t make their push 
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Mr. Moreen could at least disappear for several days. During his 
absence his wife took up the subject again spontaneously, but her 
contribution to it was merely that she had thought all the while 
they were getting on so beautifully. Pemberton’s reply to this rev- 
elation was that unless they immediately put down something on 
account he would leave them on the spot and for ever. He knew 
she would wonder how he would get away, and for a moment ex- 
pected her to enquire. She didn’t, for which he was almost grate- 
ful to her, so little was he in a position to tell. 

“You won’t, you know you won’t—you’re too interested,” she 
said. ‘You are interested, you know you are, you dear kind man!” 
She laughed with almost condemnatory archness, as if it were a 
reproach—though she wouldn’t insist; and flirted a soiled pocket- 
handkerchief at him. 

Pemberton’s mind was fully made up to take his step the fol- 
lowing week. This would give him time to get an answer to a letter 
he had dispatched to England. If he did in the event nothing of 
the sort—that is if he stayed another year and then went away 
only for three months—it was not merely because before the an- 
swer to his letter came (most unsatisfactory when it did arrive) 
Mr. Moreen generously counted out to him, and again with the 
sacrifice to ‘‘form” of a marked man of the world, three hundred 
francs in elegant ringing gold{ He was irritated to find that Mrs. 
Moreen was right, that he couldn’t at the pinch bear to leave the 
child/ This stood out clearer for the very reason that, the night of 
his desperate appeal to his patrons, he had seen fully for the first 
time where he was. Wasn’t it another proof of the success with 


which those patrons practised their arts that they had managed to . 


avert for so long the illuminating flash? It descended on our friend 
with a breadth of effect which perhaps would have struck a spec- 
tator as comical, after he had returned to his little servile room, 
which looked into a close court where a bare dirty opposite wall 
took, with the sound of shrill clatter, the reflexion of lighted back 
windows. He had simply given himself away to a band of adven- 
turers. The idea, the word itself, wore a romantic horror for him 
—he had always lived on such safe lines. Later it assumed a more 


£ 
a 


= 


} 
: rus 
> 4 : eo “ad 
= 7 +1 


y y 4 “> 





ON bates ; THE PUPIL 143 


_ interesting, almost a soothing, sense: it pointed a moral, and Pem- 
berton could enjoy a moral. r he Moreens were adventurers not~ 
merely because they didn’t pay their debts, because they lived / 
on society, but because their whole view of life, dim and confused ( 
and instinctive, like that of clever colour-blind animals, was spec- \ 
ulative and rapacious and mean,) Oh they were “respectable,” and / 
that only made them more immondes! The young man’s analysis, 
while he brooded, put it at last very simply—{they were adventur- 
ers because they were toadies and snobs; That was the completest 
account of them—it was the law of their being. Even when this 
truth became vivid to their ingenious inmate he remained uncon- | 
scious of how much his mind had been prepared for it by the ex-/ 
traordinary little boy who had now become such a complication \ 
in his life. Much less could he then calculate on the information \ 
he was still to owe the extraordinary little boy. / 


V 


But it was during the ensuing time that the real problem came up) 
—the problem of how far it was excusable to discuss the turpi- | 
tude of parents with a child of twelve, of thirteen, of fourteen. | 
Absolutely inexcusable and quite impossible it of course at first 
appeared; and indeed the question didn’t press for some time after 
Pemberton had received his three hundred francs. They produced 
a temporary lull, a relief from the sharpest pressure. The young 
man frugally amended his wardrobe and even had a few francs 
in his pocket. He thought the Moreens looked at him as if he were 
almost too smart, as if they ought to take care not to spoil him. 
If Mr. Moreen hadn’t been such a man of the world he would per- 
haps have spoken of the freedom of such neckties on the part of a 
subordinate. But Mr. Moreen was always enough a man of the 
world to let things pass—he had certainly shown that. It was 
singular how Pemberton guessed that Morgan, though saying 
nothing about it, knew something had happened. But three hun- 
dred francs, especially when one owed money, couldn’t last for 
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ever; and when the treasure was gone—the boy knew when it 
had failed—Morgan did break ground. The party had returned to 
Nice at the beginning of the winter, but not to the charming villa. 
They went to an hotel, where they stayed three months, and then 
moved to another establishment, explaining that they had left the 
first because, after waiting and waiting, they couldn’t get the 
rooms they wanted. (These apartments, the rooms they wanted, 
were generally very splendid; but fortunately they never could 
get them—fortunately, I mean, for Pemberton, who reflected al- 
ways that if they had got them there would have been a still 
scanter educational fund. What Morgan said at last was said sud- 
denly, irrelevantly, when the moment came, in the middle of a 
lesson, and consisted of the apparently unfeeling words: “You 
ought to filer, you know—you really ought.” t 
- Pemberton stared. He had learnt enough French slang from 
Morgan to know that to filer meant to cut sticks. “Ah my dear fel- 
low, don’t turn me off!” } 

Morgan pulled a Greek lexicon toward him—he used a Greek- 
German—to look out a word, instead of asking it of Pemberton. 
“You can’t go on like this, you know.” 

“Like what, my boy?” 

“You know they don’t pay you up,” said Morgan, blushing and 
turning his leaves. . 

“Don’t pay me?” Pemberton stared again and feigned amaze- 
ment. “What on earth put that into your head?” 

“Tt has been there a long time,” the boy replied rummaging his 
book. 

_ Pemberton was silent, then he went on: “I say, what are you 
hunting for? They pay me beautifully.” 

“J’m hunting for the Greek for awful whopper,” Morgan 
dropped. 

“Find that rather for gross impertinence and disabuse your 
mind. What do I want of money?” 

“Oh that’s another question!” 

Pemberton wavered—he was drawn in different ways. The se- 
verely correct thing would have been to tell the boy that such a 
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matter was none of his business and bid him go on with his lines. 
But they were really too intimate for that; it was not the way 
he was in the habit of treating him; there had been no reason it 
should be. On the other hand Morgan had quite lighted on the 
truth—he really shouldn’t be able to keep it up much longer; 
therefore why not let him know one’s real motive for forsaking 
him? At the same time it wasn’t decent to abuse to one’s pupil the 
family of one’s pupil; it was better to misrepresent than to do that. 
So in reply to his comrade’s last exclamation he just declared, to 
dismiss the subject, that he had received several payments. 

“T say—I say!” the boy ejaculated, laughing. 

“That’s all right,” Pemberton insisted. “Give me your written 
rendering.” 

Morgan pushed a copybook across the table, and he began to 
read the page, but with something running in his head that made 
it no sense. Looking up after a minute or two he found the child’s. 
eyes fixed on him and felt in them something strange. Then Mor- 
gan said: “I’m not afraid of the stern reality.” 

“T haven’t yet seen the thing you are afraid of —I’ll do you that 
justice!” 

This came out with a jump—it was perfectly true—and evi- 
dently gave Morgan pleasure. “I’ve thought of it a long time,” he 
presently resumed. 

“Well, don’t think of it any more.” 

The boy appeared to comply, and they had a comfortable and 
even an amusing hour. They had a theory that they were very 
thorough, and yet they seemed always to be in the amusing part of 
lessons, the intervals between the dull dark tunnels, where there 
were waysides and jolly views. Yet/the morning was brought to a 
violent end by Morgan’s suddenly leaning his arms on the table, 
burying his head in them and bursting into tears: at which Pem- 
berton was the more startled that, as it then came over him, it was 
the first time he had ever seen the boy cry and that the impression 
was consequently quite awful. . 

The next day, after much thought, he took a decision and, be- 
- lieving it to be just, immediately acted on it. He cornered Mr. and 
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Mrs. Moreen again and let them know that if on the spot they — 


didn’t pay him all they owed him he wouldn’t only leave their 
house but would tell Morgan exactly what had brought him to it. 

“Oh you haven’t told him?” cried Mrs. Moreen with a pacify- 
ing hand on her well-dressed bosom. 

“Without warning you? For what do you take me?” the young 
man returned. 

Mr. and Mrs. Moreen looked at each other; he could see that 
they appreciated, as tending to their security, his superstition of 
delicacy, and yet that there was a certain alarm in their relief. 
“My dear fellow,’ Mr. Moreen demanded, ‘what use can you 
have, leading the quiet life we all do, for such a lot of money?” 
—a question to which Pemberton made no answer, occupied as he 
was in noting that what passed in the mind of his patrons was 
something like: “Oh then, if we’ve felt that the child, dear little 
angel, has judged us and how he regards us, and we haven’t been 
betrayed, he must have guessed—and in short it’s general/” an 
inference that rather stirred up Mr. and Mrs. Moreen, as Pem- 
berton had desired it should. At the same time, if he had supposed 
his threat would do something towards bringing them round, he 
was(disappointed to find them taking for granted—how vulgar 
their perception Had been!—that he had already given them 
away. There was a mystic uneasiness in their parental breasts, and 
that had been the inferior sense of it. None the less, however, his 
threat did touch them; for if they had escaped it was only to meet 
a new danger. Mr. Moreen appealed to him, on every precedent, 
as a man of the world; but his wife had recourse, for the first time 


since his domestication with them, to a fine hauteur, reminding © 


him that a devoted mother, with her child, had arts that protected 
her against gross misrepresentation. 

' “L should misrepresent you grossly if I accused you of common 
honesty!” our friend replied; but as he closed the door behind him 
sharply, thinking he had not done himself much good, while Mr. 
Moreen lighted another cigarette, he heard his hostess shout after 
him more touchingly: 

“Oh you do, you do, put the knife to one’s throat!” 
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The next morning, very early, she came to his room. He recog- 
nised her knock, but had no hope she brought him money; as to, 
which he was wrong, for she had fifty francs in her hand. She 
squeezed forward in her dressing-gown, and he received her in 
his own, between his bath-tub and his bed. He had been toler- 
ably schooled by this time to the “foreign ways” of his hosts. Mrs. 
Moreen was ardent, and when she was ardent she didn’t care 
what she did; so she now sat down on his bed, his clothes being 
on the chairs, and, in her preoccupation, forgot, as she glanced 
round, to be ashamed of giving him such a horrid room. What Mrs. 
Moreen’s ardour now bore upon was the design of persuading him 
that in the first place she was very good-natured to bring him fifty 
francs, and that in the second, if he would only see it, he was really 
too absurd to expect to be paid. Wasn’t he paid enough without 
perpetual money—wasn’t he paid by the comfortable luxurious 
home he enjoyed with them all, without a care, an anxiety, a soli- 
tary want? Wasn’t he sure of his position, and wasn’t that every- 
thing to a young man like him, quite unknown, with singularly 
little to show, the ground of whose exorbitant pretensions it had 
never been easy to discover? Wasn’t he paid above all by the 
sweet relation he had established with Morgan—quite ideal as 
from master to pupil—and by the simple privilege of know- 
ing and living with so amazingly gifted a child; than whom really 
(and she meant literally what she said) there was no better com- 
pany in Europe? Mrs. Moreen herself took to appealing to him as. 
a man of the world; she said “‘Voyons, mon cher,” and “My dear 
man, look here now”; and urged him to be reasonable, putting it 
before him that it was truly a chance for him. She spoke as if, 
according as he should be reasonable, he would prove himself wor- 
thy to be her son’s tutor and of the extraordinary confidence they 
had placed in him. 

After all, Pemberton reflected, it was only a difference of theory 
and the theory didn’t matter much. (They had hitherto gone on 
that of remunerated, as now they would go on that of gratuitous, 
eet why should they have so many words about it? Mrs. 
Moreen at all events continued to be convincing; sitting there 
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with her fifty francs she talked and reiterated as women reiterate, 
and bored and irritated him, while he leaned against the wall with 
his hands in the pockets of his wrapper, drawing it together round 
his legs and looking over the head of his visitor at the grey nega- 
tions of his window. She wound up with saying: “You see I bring 
you a definite proposal.” 

“A definite proposal?” 

“To make our relations regular, as it were—to put them on a 
comfortable footing.” 

“T see—it’s a system, 
blackmail.” 

Mrs. Moreen bounded up, which was exactly what he wanted. 
“What do you mean by that?” 

“You practise on one’s fears—one’s fears about the child if one 
should go away.” 

“‘And pray what would happen to him in that event?” she de- 
manded with majesty. _ 

“Why he’d be alone with you.” 

“And pray with whom should a child be but with those whom he 
loves most?” 

“Tf you think that, why don’t you dismiss me?” 

| “Do you pretend he loves you more than he loves us?” cried 

. Mrs. Moreen. 

\ “T think he ought to. I make sapeiices tok him. Though .Lve 

q heard of those you make I don’t see them.” 

~~ "Mrs. Moreen stared a moment; then with emotion she grasped 
her inmate’s hand. “Will you bide it—the sacrifice?”’ 

He burst out laughing.(“T’ll see. I'll do what I can. I'll stay a . 
little longer. Your calculation’s just—I do hate intensely to give 
him up; I’m fond of him and he thoroughly interests me, in spite 
of the inconvenience I suffer. You know my situation perfectly. 
I haven’t a penny in the world and, occupied as you see me with 
Morgan, am unable to:earn money.” 

Mrs. Moreen tapped her undressed arm with her folded bank- 
note. ‘“Can’t you write articles? Can’t you translate as J do?” 

. “YT don’t know about translating; it’s wretchedly paid.” 
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” said Pemberton. “A kind of organised 







3 4 at eo rRE PUPIL!’ 149 

“Pm glad to earn what I can,” said Mrs. Moreen with prodi- 
gious virtue. 

“You ought to tell me who you do it for.” Pemberton paused a 
moment, and she said nothing; so he added: “T’ve tried to turn 
off some little sketches, but the magazines won’t have them— 
they’re declined with thanks.” 

“You see then you’re not such a pheenix,” his visitor pointedly 
smiled—“to pretend to abilities you’re sacrificing for our sake.” 

“T haven’t time to do things properly,” he ruefully went on. 
Then as it came over him that he was almost abjectly good- 
natured to give these explanations he added: “Tf I stay on longer 
it must be on one condition—that Morgan shall know distinctly 
on what footing I am.” 

Mrs. Moreen demurred. “Surely you don’t want to show off to a 
child?” 

“To show you off, do you mean?” 

Again she cast about, but this time it was to produce a still finer 
flower. “And you talk of blackmail!” 

“You can easily prevent it,” said Pemberton. 

“And you talk of practising on fears!” she bravely pushed on. 

“Yes, there’s no doubt I’m a great scoundrel.” 

His patroness met his eyes—it was clear she was in straits. Then 
she thrust out. her money at him. “Mr. Moreen desired me to give 
you this on account.” 

“T’m much obliged to Mr. Moreen, but we have no account.” 

“You won’t take it?” 

“That leaves me more free,” said Pemberton. 

“To poison my darling’s mind?” groaned Mrs. Moreen. 

“Oh your darling’s mind—! ” the young man laughed. 

She fixed him a moment, and he thought she was going to break 
out tormentedly, pleadingly: “For God’s sake, tell me what is in 
it!” But she checked this impulse—another was stronger. She 
pocketed the money—the crudity of the alternative was comical— 
and swept out of the room with the desperate concession: ‘You 
may tell him any horror you like!” 
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VI 


A coupLe of days after this, during which he had failed to profit 
by so free a permission, he had been for a quarter of an hour walk- 
ing with his charge in silence when the boy became sociable again 
with the remark: “T’ll tell you how I know it; I know it through 
Zénobie.” 

“‘Zénobie? Who in the world is she?” 

‘“‘A nurse I used to have—ever so many years ago. A charming 
woman. I liked her awfully, and she liked me.”’ 

“There’s no accounting for tastes. What is it you know through 
her?” 

“(Why what their idea is. She went away because they didn’t 
fork out. She did like me awfully, and she stayed two years. She 
told me all about it—that at last she could never get her wages. 

( As soon as they saw how much she liked me they stopped giving 
her anything. They thought she’d stay for nothing—just because, 
don’t you know?’”? And Morgan had a queer little conscious lucid 
look. “She did stay ever so long—as long as she could. She was 
only a poor girl. She used to send money to her mother. At last 
she couldn’t afford it any longer, and went away in a fearful rage 
one night—I mean of course in a rage against them. She cried over 
me tremendously, she hugged me nearly to death. She told me all 
about it,” the boy repeated. “She told me it was their idea. So I 
guessed, ever so long ago, that they have had the same idea with 
you.” 

“Zénobie was very sharp,” said Pemberton. “And she made 
you so.” 

“Oh that wasn’t Zénobie; that was nature. And experience!” 
Morgan laughed. 

“Well, Zénobie was a part of your experience.” 

“Certainly I was a part of hers, poor dear!” the boy wisely 
sighed. “And I’m part of yours.” 

““A very important part. But I don’t see how you know I’ve been 
treated like Zénobie.”’ 
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“Do you take me for the biggest dunce you’ve known?” Mor- 
gan asked. “Haven’t I been conscious of what we’ve been through 
together?” 

“What we’ve been through?” 

“Our privations—our dark days.” 

“Oh our days have been bright enough.” 

Morgan went on in silence for a moment. Then he said: “My 
dear chap, you’re a hero!” 

“Well, you’re another!” Pemberton retorted. 

“No I’m not, but I ain’t a baby. I won’t stand it any longer. 
You must get some occupation that pays. I’m ashamed, ’’m 
ashamed!” quavered the boy with a ring of passion, like some high 
silver note from a small cathedral chorister, that deeply touched 
his friend. 

“We ought to go off and live somewhere together,” the young 
man said. 

“T’ll go like a shot if you'll take me.” 

“T’d get some work that would keep us both afloat,” Pemberton 
continued. 

“So would I. Why shouldn’t J work? I ain’t such a beastly little 
muff as that comes to.” 

“The difficulty is that your parents wouldn’t hear of it. They’d 
never part with you; they worship the ground you tread on. Don’t 
you see.the proof of it?”’ Pemberton developed. {They don’t dis- 

ike me; \they wish me no harm; they’re very amiable people, 
co they’re Berry ready to expose me to any awkwardness in 
ife for your sake.” 

The silence in which Morgan received his fond sophistry struck 
Pemberton somehow as expressive. After a moment the child re- 
peated: “You are a hero!” Then he added: f’They leave me with 
you altogether. You’ve all the responsibility. ‘They put me off on 
you from morning till night. Why then should ered object to my 
taking up with you completely? I’d help you.” ) 

“They’re not particularly keen about my being helped, and they 
delight bas thinking of you as theirs. They’re tremendously proud 
of you.” 
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“T’m not proud of them. But you know that,” Morgan returned. 
“Except for the little matter we speak of they’re charming peo- 

ple,” said Pemberton, not taking up the point made for his intelli- 

gence, but wondering greatly at the boy’s own, and especially at 
this fresh reminder of something he had been conscious of from the 
first—the strangest thing in his friend’s large little composition, 

a temper, a sensibility, even a private ideal, which made him as 

privately disown the stuff his people were made of. Morgan had 

in secret a small loftiness which made him acute about betrayed 
meanness > ps well as a critical sense for the manners immediately 
surrounding him that was quite without precedent in a juvenile 


nature, especially when one noted that it had not made this na- - 


ture “old-fashioned,” as the word is of children—quaint or wiz- 
ened or offensive.| It was as if he had been a little gentleman and 
had paid the penalty by discovering that he was the only such per- 
son in his family. This comparison didn’t make him vain, but it 
could make him melancholy and a trifle austere. While Pemberton 
guessed at these dim young things, shadows of shadows, he was 
partly drawn on and partly checked, as for a scruple, by the charm 
of attempting to sound the little cool shallows that were so quickly 
growing deeper. When he tried to figure to himself the morn- 
ing twilight of childhood, so as to deal with it safely, he saw it 
was never fixed, never arrested, that ignorance, at the instant he 
touched it, was already flushing faintly into knowledge, that there 
was nothing that at a given moment you could say-an-intelligent 
child didn’t know. It seemed to him that he himself knew too much 
to imagine Morgan’s simplicity and too little to disembroil his 
tangle. 

The boy paid no heed to his last remark; he only went on: 
“T’d have spoken to them about their idea, as I call it, long ago, 
if I hadn’t been sure what they’d say.” 

“And what would they say?” 

“Just what they said about what poor Zénobie told me—that 
it was a horrid dreadful story, that they had paid her every penny 
they owed her.” 

“Well, perhaps they had,” said Pemberton. 


“i 





; 








. A. . — ae ge OS Gee a .¥ et Me 
Pi et Oe Bee eat - Rye ak ; 
SP Peer ae et She t ~ Ad F 


a ie (aH BOPIL! > ~* 153 


7 spe they’ve paid you!” 


‘Let us pretend they have, and n’en parlons plus.” 

“They accused her of lying and cheating’”—Morgan stuck to 
historic truth. “‘That’s why I don’t want to speak to them.” 

“Lest they should accuse me too?” To this Morgan made no 
answer, and his companion, looking down at him—the boy turned 
away his eyes, which had filled—saw that he couldn’t have trusted 
himself to utter. “You’re right. Don’t worry them,” Pemberton 
pursued. “Except for that, they ave charming people.” 

“Except for their lying and their cheating?” 

“T say—I say!” cried Pemberton, imitating a little tone of the 
lad’s which was itself an imitation. 

“We must be frank, at the last; we must come to an understand- 
ing,” said Morgan with the importance of the small boy who lets 
himself think he is arranging great affairs—almost playing at 
shipwreck or at Indians. “I know all about everything.” 

“JT dare say your father has his reasons,” Pemberton replied, but 
too vaguely, as he was aware. 

“For lying and cheating?” 

“For saving and managing and turning his means to the best 
account. He has plenty to do with his money. (¥ ou’re an expen- 
sive family.” < 


“Yes, ’m very Sg] MOE concurred in a manner that 


made his preceptor burst out laughing. 

“He’s saving for you,” said Pemberton. “They think of you in 
everything they do.” 

“He might, while he’s about it, save a little—” The boy paused, 
and his friend waited to hear what. Then Morgan brought out 
oddly: “A little reputation.” 

“Qh there’s plenty of that. That’s all right!” 

“Enough of it for the people they know, no doubt. The people 
they know are awful.” 

“Do you mean the princes? We mustn’t abuse the princes.” 

“Why not? They haven’t married Paula—they haven’t married 
Amy. They only clean out Ulick.” 

“You do know everything!” Pemberton declared. 


15 ae 


7 \ \ ~, * . » 7 -%, @ y peg. oS ae 
>, sh AAAS. ae i Yin: ae 


5 
154 SHORT sev OF HENRY JAMES : 


“No I don’t after all{ I don’t know what they live on, or how 
they live, or why they live! What have they got and how did they 
get it?) Are they rich, are they poor, or have they a modeste 
aisance? Why are they always chiveying me about—living one 
year like ambassadors and the next like paupers? Who are they, 
anyway, and what are they? I’ve thought of all that—I’ve thought 
of a lot of things. They’re so beastly worldly. That’s what I hate 
most—oh I’ve seen it! All they care about is to make an appear- 
ance and to pass for something or other. What the dickens do they 
want.to.pass.for? What do they, Mr. Pemberton?” 

“You pause for a reply,” said Pemberton, treating the question 
as a joke, yet wondering too and greatly struck with his.mate’s 
intense if imperfect vision. “I haven’t the least idea.” 

“And what good does it do? Haven’t I seen the way people treat 
them—the ‘nice’ people, the ones they want to know? (They’ll 
take anything from them—they’ll lie down and be trampled on. 
The nice ones hate that—they just sicken them. Woure the only 
really nice person_we know.” 

“Are you sure? They don’t lie down for me!” 

’ “Well, you shan’t lie down for them/ You’ve got to go—that’s 

\. what you’ve got to do,” said Morgan. ~ 

“And what will become of you?” 

“Oh I’m growing up. I shall get off before long. I'll see you 
later.” \ 

\ “You had better let me finish you,”) Pemberton urged, lending 

himself to the child’s strange superiority. 

Morgan stopped in their walk, looking up at him. He had to 
look up much less than a couple of years before—he had grown; 
in his loose leanness, so long and high. “Finish me?” he echoed. 

“There are such a lot of jolly things we can do together yet. I 
want to turn you out—I want you to do me credit.” 

Morgan continued to look at him. “To give you credit—do you 
mean?” 

“My dear fellow, you’re too clever to live.” 

“That’s just what I’m afraid you think. No, no; it isn’t fair— 
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I can’t endure it. We’ll separate next week. The sooner it’s over 
_ the sooner to sleep.” 

“Tf I hear of anything—any other chance—I promise to go,” 
Pemberton said. 

Morgan consented to consider this. ‘But you'll be honest,” he 
demanded; “you won’t pretend you haven’t heard?” 

“T’m much more likely to pretend I have.” 

“But what can you hear of, this way, stuck in a hole with us? 
You ought to be on the spot, to go to England—you ought to go to 
America.” 

“One would think you were my tutor!” said Pemberton. 

Morgan walked on and after a little had begun again: “Well, 

now that you know I know and that we look at the facts and keep 
nothing back—it’s much more comfortable, isn’t it?”) 

“My dear boy, it’s so amusing, so interesting, that it will surely 

be quite impossible for me to forego such hours as these.” 

This made Morgan stop once more. “You do keep something 

back. Oh you’re not straight—J am!” 

“How am I not straight?” 

“Oh you’ve got your idea!” 

“My idea?” 

“Why that I probably shan’t make old—make older—bones, 

and that you can stick it out till I’m removed.” 
“You are too clever to live!” Pemberton repeated. 
“T call it a mean idea,” Morgan pursued. “But I shall punish 
you by the way I hang on.” 

“Look out or I’ll poison you!” Pemberton laughed. 

“I’m stronger and better every year. Haven’t you noticed that 
there hasn’t been a doctor near me since you came?” 

“T’m your doctor,” said the young man, taking his arm and 
drawing him tenderly on again. 

Morgan proceeded and after a few steps gave a sigh of mingled 
weariness and relief. “Ah now that we look at the facts it’s all 
right!” 
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Tuey looked at the facts a good deal after this; and one of the 
first consequences of their doing so was that Pemberton stuck it 
out, in his friends parlance, for the purpose. Morgan made the 
facts so vivid and so droll, and at the same time so bald and so 
ugly, that there was fascination in talking them over with him, 
just as there would have been heartlessness in leaving him alone 
_ with them. Now that the pair had such perceptions in common it 
was useless for them to pretend they didn’t judge such people; but 
the very judgement and the exchange of perceptions created an- 
other tie. Morgan had never been so interesting..as.now.that he 
himself was made. plainerby..the sidelight_of these confidences. 
What came out in it most was the small fine passion of his pride. >k 
He had plenty of that, Pemberton felt—so much that one might 
perhaps wisely wish for it some early bruises. He would have liked 
his people to have a spirit and had waked up to the sense of their 
perpetually eating humble-pie. )His mother would consume any 
amount, and his father would consume even more than his mother. 
He had a theory that Ulick had wriggled out of an “affair” at 
Nice: there had once been a flurry at home, a regular panic, after 
which they all went to bed and took medicine, not to be accounted 
for on any other supposition. Morgan had a romantic imagination, 
fed by poetry and history, and he would have liked those who 
“bore his name”—as he used to say to Pemberton with the hu- 
mour that. made his queer delicacies manly—to carry themselves 
with an air. But their one idea was to get in with people who 
didn’t want them and to take snubs as if they were honourable 
scars. Why people didn’t want them more he didn’t know—that 
was people’s own affair; after all they weren’t superficially re- 
pulsive, they were a hundred times cleverer than most of the 
dreary grandees, the “poor swells” they rushed about Europe to 
catch up with. “After all they ave amusing—they are!” he used 
to pronounce with the wisdom of the ages. To which Pemberton 
always replied: “Amusing—the great Moreen troupe? Why 
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2 they’ re altogether delightful; Sud if it weren’t for the hitch that 
you and I (feeble performers! ) make in the ensemble they’d carry 
everything before them.”) 

What the boy couldn’t get over was the fact that this particular 
blight seemed, in a tradition of self-respect, so undeserved and 
so arbitrary. No doubt people had a right to take the line they 
liked, but why should Ais people have liked the line of pushing 
and toadying and lying and cheating? What had their forefathers— 
all decent folk, so far as he knew—done to them, or what had he 
done to them?{ Who had poisoned their blood with the fifth-rate 
social ideal, the fixed idea of making smart acquaintances and 
getting into the monde chic c, especially when it was foredoomed to 
failure and exposure? JThey showed so what they were after; that 
Was ¥ what made the ople they wanted not want them. And never 
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in the face, never any independence or resentment or disgust. If 
his father or his brother would only knock some one down once or 
twice a year! Clever as they were they never guessed the impres- 
sion they made. They were good-natured, yes—as good-natured as 
Jews at the doors of clothing-shops! But was that the model one 
wanted one’s family to follow? Morgan had dim memories of an 
old grandfather, the maternal, in New York, whom he had been 
taken across the ocean at the age of five to see: a gentleman with 
a high neck-cloth and a good deal of pronunciation, who wore a 
‘dress-coat in the morning, which made one wonder what he wore 
in the evening, and had, or was supposed to have, “property” and 
something to do with the Bible Society. It couldn’t have been but 
that ke was a good type. Pemberton himself remembered Mrs. 
Clancy, a widowed sister of Mr. Moreen’s, who was as irritating 
as a moral tale and had paid a fortnight’s visit to the family at Nice 
shortly after he came to live with them. She was “pure and re- 
fined,” as Amy said over the banjo, and had the air of not know- 
ing what they meant when they talked, and of keeping something 
rather important back. Pemberton judged that what she kept back 
was an approval of many of their ways; therefore it was to be sup- 
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paced that she too was of a good type, and that Mr. and Mrs. 
Moreen and Ulick and Paula and Amy might easily have been of 
a better one if they would. 

But that they wouldn’t was more and more perceptible from day 
to day. They continued to “chivey,” as Morgan called it, and in 
due time became aware of a variety of reasons for proceeding to 
Venice. They mentioned a great many of them—they were always 
strikingly frank and had the brightest friendly chatter, at the late 
foreign breakfast in especial, before the ladies had made up their 
faces, when they leaned their arms on the table, had something 
to follow the demi-tasse, and, in the heat of familiar discussion as 
to what they “really ought” to do, fell inevitably into the lan- 
guages in which they could tutoyer. Even Pemberton liked them 
then; he could endure even Ulick when he heard him give his little 
flat voice for the ‘‘sweet sea-city.’ ft hat was what made him have 
a sneaking kindness for them—that, they were so out of the work- 
aday world and kept him so out of it} The summer had waned 
when, with cries of ecstasy, they all passed out on the balcony 
that overhung the Grand Canal. The sunsets then were splendid 
and the Dorringtons had arrived. The Dorringtons were the only 
reason they hadn’t talked of at breakfast; but the reasons they 
didn’t talk of at breakfast always came out in the end. The Dor- 
ringtons on the other hand came out very little; or else when they 
did they stayed—as was natural—for hours, during which periods 
Mrs. Moreen and the girls sometimes called at their hotel (to see 
if they had returned) as many as three times running. The gon- 
dola was for the ladies, as in Venice too there were “days,” which 
Mrs. Moreen knew in their order an hour after she arrived. She 
immediately took one herself, to which the Dorringtons never 
came, though on a certain occasion when Pemberton and his pupil 
were together at Saint Mark’s—where, taking the best walks they 
had ever had and haunting a hundred churches, they spent a great 
deal of time—they saw the old lord turn up with Mr. Moreen and 
Ulick, who showed him the dim basilica as if it belonged to them. 
Pemberton noted how much less, among its curiosities, Lord Dor- 
rington carried himself as a man of the world; wondering too 
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whether, for such services, his companions took a fee from him. | 
The autumn at any rate waned, the Dorringtons departed, and 
Lord Verschoyle, the eldest son, had proposed neither for Amy nor 

for Paula. 

One sad November day, while the wind roared round the old 
palace and the rain lashed the lagoon, Pemberton, for exercise 
and even somewhat for warmth—the Moreens were horribly fru- 
gal about fires; it was a cause of suffering to their inmate—walked 
up and down the big bare sala with his pupil. The scagliola floor 
was cold, the high battered casements shook in the storm, and the 
stately decay of the place was unrelieved by a particle of furni- 
ture. Pemberton’s spirits were low, and it came over him that the 
fortune of the Moreens was now even lower. A blast of desolation, 
a portent of disgrace and disaster, seemed to draw through the 
comfortless hall. Mr. Moreen and Ulick were in the Piazza, look- 
ing out for something, strolling drearily, in mackintoshes, under 
the arcades; but still, in spite of mackintoshes, unmistakeable 
men of the world. Paula and Amy were in bed—it might have 
been thought they were staying there to keep warm. Pemberton 
looked askance at the boy at his side, to see to what extent he was 
conscious of these dark omens. But Morgan, luckily for him, was 
now mainly conscious of growing taller and stronger and indeed 
of being in his fifteenth year. This fact was intensely interesting 
to him and the basis of a private theory—which, however, he had 
imparted to his tutor—that in a little while he should stand on his 
own feet. He considered that the situation would change—that in 
short he should be “finished,” grown up, producible in the world 
of affairs and ready to prove himself of sterling ability. Sharply 
as he was capable at times of analysing, as he called it, his life, 
there were happy hours when he remained, as he also called it— 
and as the name, really, of their right ideal—“jolly” superficial; 
the proof of which was his fundamental assumption that he should ~ 
presently go to Oxford, to Pemberton’s college, and aided and 
abetted by Pemberton, do the most wonderful things. It depressed 
the young man to see how little in such a project he took account 
of ways and means: in other connexions he mostly kept to the 
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measure. Pemberton tried to imagine the Moreens at Oxford and 
fortunately failed; yet unless they were to adopt it as a residence 
there would be no modus vivendi for Morgan. How could he live 
without an allowance, and where was the allowance to come from? 
He, Pemberton, might live on Morgan; but how could Morgan 
live on him? What was to become of him anyhow? Somehow the 
fact that he was a big boy now, with better prospects of health, 
made the question of his future more difficult. So long as he was 
markedly frail the great consideration he inspired seemed enough 
of an answer to it. But at the bottom of Pemberton’s heart was the 
recognition of his probably being strong enough to live and not 
yet strong enough to struggle or to thrive. Morgan himself at any 
rate was in the first flush of the rosiest consciousness of adoles- 
cence, so that the beating of the tempest seemed to him after all 
but the voice of life and the challenge of fate. He had on his 
shabby little overcoat, with the collar up, but was enjoying his 
walk. 

It was interrupted at last by the appearance of his mother at 
the end of the sala. She beckoned him to come to her, and while 
Pemberton saw him, complaisant, pass down the long vista and 
over the damp false marble, he wondered what was in the air. 
Mrs. Moreen said a word to the boy and made him go into the 
room she had quitted. Then, having closed the door after him, she 
directed her steps swiftly to Pemberton. There was something in 
the air, but his wildest flight of fancy wouldn’t have suggested 
what it proved to be. She signified that she had made a pretext to 
get Morgan out of the way, and then she enquired—without hesi- 
tation—if the young man could favour her with the loan of three 
louis. While, before bursting into a laugh, he stared at her with 
surprise, she declared that she was awfully pressed for the money; 
she was desperate for it—it would save her life. 

“Dear lady, c’est trop fort!’ Pemberton laughed in the manner 
and with the borrowed grace of idiom that marked the best col- 
loquial, the best anecdotic, moments of his friends themselves. 
“Where in the world do you suppose I should get three louis, du 
train dont vous allez?” 
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“T thought you worked—wrote things. Don’t they pay you?” 

“Not a penny.” 

“Are you such a fool as to work for nothing?” 

“You ought surely to know that.” 

Mrs. Moreen stared, then she coloured a little (Pemberton saw 
she had quite forgotten the terms—if “terms” they could be called 
—that he had ended by accepting from herself; they had bur- 
dened her memory as little as her coamead yes, I see what 
you mean—you’ve been very nice about that; but why drag it in 
so often?” She had been perfectly urbane with him ever since the 
rough scene of explanation in his room the morning he made her 
accept Ais “terms”—the necessity of his making his case known 
to Morgan. She had felt no resentment after seeing there was no 
danger Morgan would take the matter up with her. Indeed, attrib- 
uting this immunity to the good taste of his influence with the boy, 
she had once said to Pemberton ‘“‘My dear fellow, it’s an immense 
comfort you’re a gentleman.” She repeated this in substance now. 
“Of course you’re a gentleman—that’s a bother the less!” Pem- 
berton reminded her that he had not “dragged in” anything that 
wasn’t already in as much as his foot was in his shoe; and she also 
repeated her prayer that, somewhere and somehow, he would find 
her sixty francs. \He took the liberty of hinting that if he could 
find them it wouldn’t be to lend them to er—as to which he con- 
sciously did himself injustice, knowing that if he had them he 
would certainly put them at her disposal.)He accused himself, at 
bottom and not unveraciously, of a fantastic, a demoralised sym- 
pathy with her. If misery made strange bedfellows it also made 
strange sympathies. It was moreover a part of the abasement of 

“living with such people that one had to make yulgar retorts, quite 
out of one’s own tradition of good manners. (Morgan, Morgan, tork 
what pass have I come for you?) he groaned while Mrs. Moreen 
floated voluminously down the sala again to liberate the boy, 
wailing as she went that everything was too odious. 

Before their young friend was liberated there came a thump at 
the door communicating with the staircase, followed by the appari- 
tion of a dripping youth who poked in his head. Pemberton recog- 
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nised him as the bearer of a telegram and recognised the telegram — 
as addressed to himself. Morgan came back as, after glancing at 
the signature—that of a relative in London—he was reading the 
words: “Found jolly job for you, engagement to coach opulent 
youth on own terms. Come at once.” The answer happily was paid 
and the messenger waited. Morgan, who had drawn near, waited 
too and looked hard at Pemberton; and Pemberton, after a mo- 
ment, having met his look, handed him the telegram. It was really 
by wise looks—they knew each other so well now—that, while 
the telegraph-boy, in his waterproof cape, made a great puddle 
on the floor, the thing was settled between them. Pemberton wrote 
the answer with a pencil against the frescoed wall, and the mes- 
senger departed. When he had gone the young man explained 
himself, 

“T’ll make a tremendous charge; I’ll earn a lot of money in a 
short time, and we’ll live on it.” . 

“Well, I hope the opulent youth will be a dismal dunce—he 
probably will,” Morgan parenthesised—‘‘and keep you a long 
time a-hammering of it in.” 

“Of rie the longer he keeps me the more we shall have for 
our-old age.” 

“But suppose they don’t pay you!” Morgan awfully suggested. 

“Oh there are not two such!” but Pemberton pullec up; he 
had been on the point of using too invidious a term. Instead of this 
he said Two such fatalities.’ 

Morgan flushed—the tears came to his eyes. “Dites toujours 
two such rascally crews!” Then in a different tone he added: 
(“Happy opulent youth!” . 
.. “Not if he’s a dismal dunce.” 

“Oh they’re happier then. But you can’t have everything, can 
you?” the boy smiled. } 

Pemberton held him fast, hands on his shoulders—he had never 
loved him so. “What will become of you, what will you do?” He 
thought of Mrs. Moreen, desperate for sixty francs. 

“T shall become an homme fait.” And then as if he recognised 
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all the bearings of Pemberton’s allusion: “I shall get on with them. 
better when you're not here.” 

“Ah don’t say that—it sounds as if I set you against them!” 

“You do—the sight of you. It’s all right; you know what I 
mean. I shall be beautiful.(I'll take their affairs in hand; [ll marry 
my sisters.” 

“You'll marry yourself!” joked Pemberton; as high, rather 
tense pleasantry would evidently be the right, or the safest, tone 
for their separation. 

It was, however, not purely in this strain that Morgan suddenly 
asked: ‘“‘But I say—how will you get to your jolly job? You'll 
have to telegraph to the opulent youth for money to come on.” 

Pemberton bethought himself. ‘‘They won’t like that, will 
they?” 

“Oh look out for them!” 

Then Pemberton brought out his remedy. “T’ll go to the Ameri- 
can Consul; I’ll borrow some money of him—just for the few days, 
on the strength of the telegram.” 

Morgan was hilarious. “Show him the telegram—then collar 
the money and stay!” 

Pemberton entered into the joke sufficiently to reply that for 
Morgan he was really capable of that; but the boy, growing more 
serious, and to prove he hadn’t meant what he said, not only hur- 
ried him off to the Consulate—since he was to start that evening, 
as he had wired to his friend—but made sure of their affair by 
going with him. They splashed through the tortuous perforations 
and over the humpbacked bridges, and they passed through the 
Piazza, where they saw Mr. Moreen and Ulick go into a jeweller’s 
shop. The Consul proved accommodating—Pemberton said it 
wasn’t the letter, but Morgan’s grand air—and on their way back 
they went into Saint Mark’s for a hushed ten minutes. Later they 
took up and kept up the fun of it to the very end; and it seemed 
to Pemberton a part of that fun that Mrs. Moreen, who was very 
angry when he had announced her his intention, should charge 
him, grotesquely and vulgarly and in reference to the loan she had 
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vainly endeavoured to effect, with bolting lest they should “get. 
something out” of him. On the other hand he had to do Mr. Mo- 
reen and Ulick the justice to recognise that when on coming in 
they heard the cruel news they took it like perfect men of the 
world. 


VIII 


WHEN he got at work with the opulent youth, who was to be 
taken in hand for Balliol, he found himself unable to say if this 
aspirant had really such poor parts or if the appearance were only 
begotten of his own long association with an intensely living little 
mind. From Morgan he heard half a dozen times: the boy wrote 
charming young letters, a patchwork of tongues, with indulgent 
postscripts in the family Volapuk and, in little squares and rounds 
and crannies of the text, the drollest illustrations—letters that he 
was divided between the impulse to show his present charge as a 
vain, a wasted incentive, and the sense of something in them that 
publicity would profane. The opulent youth went up in due course 
and failed to pass; but it seemed to add to the presumption that 
brilliancy was not expected of him all at once that his parents, 
condoning the lapse, which they good-naturedly treated as little 
as possible as if it were Pemberton’s, should have sounded the 
rally again, begged the young coach to renew the siege. 

The young coach was now in a position to lend Mrs. Moreen 
three louis, and he sent her a post-office order even for a larger 
amount. In return for this favour he received a frantic scribbled 
line from her: “Implore you to come back instantly—Morgan 
dreadfully ill.” They were on the rebound, once more in Paris— 
often as Pemberton had seen them depressed he had never seen 
them crushed—and communication was therefore rapid. He wrote 
to the boy to ascertain the state of his health, but awaited the an- 
swer in vain. He accordingly, after three days, took an abrupt 
leave of the opulent youth and, crossing the Channel, alighted at 
the small hotel, in the quarter of the Champs Elysées, of which 
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_ Mrs. Moreen had given him the address. A deep if dumb dissatis- 
- faction with this lady and her companions bore him company: 
they couldn’t be vulgarly honest, but they could live at hotels, in 
velvety entresols, amid a smell of burnt pastilles, surrounded by 
the most expensive city in Europe. When he had left them in Ven- 
ice it was with an irrepressible suspicion that something was going 
to happen; but the only thing that could have taken place was 
again their masterly retreat. “How is he? where is he?” he asked 
of Mrs. Moreen; but before she could speak these questions were 
answered by the pressure round his neck of a pair of arms, in 
shrunken sleeves, which still were perfectly capable of an effusive 
young foreign squeeze. 

“Dreadfully ill—I don’t see it!” the young man cried. And then 
to Morgan: “Why on earth didn’t you relieve me? Why didn’t 
you answer my letter?” 

Mrs. Moreen declared that when she wrote he was very bad, 
and Pemberton learned at the same time from the boy that he had 
answered every letter he had received. This led to the clear infer- 
ence that Pemberton’s note had been kept from him so that the 
game to be practised should not be interfered with. Mrs. Moreen 
was prepared to see the fact exposed, as Pemberton saw the mo- 
ment he faced her that she was prepared for a good many other 
things. She was prepared above all to maintain that she had acted 
from a sense of duty, that she was enchanted she had got him 
over, whatever they might say, and that it was useless of him to 
pretend he didn’t know in all his bones that his place at such a 
time was with Morgan. He had taken the boy away from them 
and now had no right to abandon him. He had created for himself 
the gravest responsibilities and must at least abide by what he 
had done. 

“Taken him away from you?” Pemberton exclaimed indig- 
nantly. 

“Do it—do it for pity’s sake; that’s just what I want. I can’t 
stand this—and such scenes. They’re awful frauds—poor dears!” 
These words broke from Morgan, who had intermitted his em- 
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brace, in a key which made Pemberton turn quickly to him and 
see that he had suddenly seated himself, was breathing in great 


pain and was very pale. 

“Now do you say he’s not in a state, my precious pet?” shouted 
his mother, dropping on her knees before him with clasped hands, 
but touching him no more than if he had been a gilded idol. “It 
will pass—it’s only for an instant; but don’t say such dreadful 
things!” 

“T’m all right—all right,” Morgan panted to Pemberton, whom 
he sat looking up at with a strange smile, his hands resting on 
either side on the sofa. ° 

“Now do you pretend I’ve been dishonest, that I’ve deceived?” 
Mrs. Moreen flashed at Pemberton as she got up. 

“Tt isn’t he says it, it’s I!” the boy returned, apparently easier 
but sinking back against the wall; while his restored friend, who 
had sat down beside him, took his hand and bent over him. 

“Darling child, one does what one can; there are so many 
things to consider,” urged Mrs. Moreen. “It’s his place—his only 
place. You see you think it is now.” 

“Take me away—take me away,” Morgan went on, smiling to 
Pemberton with his white face. 

“Where shall I take you, and how—oh how, my boy?” the 
young man stammered, thinking of the rude way in which his 
friends in London held that, for his convenience, with no assur- 
ance of prompt return, he had thrown them over; of the just 
resentment with which they would already have called in a suc- 
cessor, and of the scant help to finding fresh employment that 
resided for him in the grossness of his having failed to pass his 
pupil. 

“Oh we'll settle that. You used to talk about it,” said Morgan. 
“Tf we can only go all the rest’s a detail.” 

“Talk about it as much as you like, but don’t think you can 
attempt it. Mr. Moreen would never consent—it would be so very 
hand-to-mouth,” Pemberton’s hostess beautifully explained to 
him. Then to Morgan she made it clearer: “It would destroy our 

peace, it would break our hearts. Now that he’s back it will be all 
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the same again. You’ll have your life, your work and your free- 
dom, and we'll all be happy as we used to be. You'll bloom and 
grow perfectly well, and we won’t have any more silly experiments, 
will we? They’re too absurd, It’s Mr. Pemberton’s place—every se = 
one in his place. .) You in yours, your papa in his, me in mine— 
n’est-ce pas, chéri? We'll all forget how foolish we’ve been and , 
have lovely times.” 

She continued to talk and to surge vaguely about the little 
draped stuffy salon while Pemberton sat with the boy, whose col- 
our gradually came back; and she mixed up her reasons, hinting 
that there were going to be changes, that the other children might 
scatter (who knew?—Paula had her ideas) and that then it might 
be fancied how much the poor old parent-birds would want the 
little nestling. Morgan looked at Pemberton, who wouldn’t let him 
move; and Pemberton knew exactly how he felt at hearing him- 
self called a little nestling. He admitted that he had had one or 
two bad days, but he protested afresh against the wrong of his 
mother’s having made them the ground of an appeal to poor Pem- 
berton. Poor Pemberton could laugh now, apart from the comi- 
cality of Mrs. Moreen’s mustering so much philosophy for her de- 
fence—she seemed to shake it out of her agitated petticoats, which 
knocked over the light gilt chairs—so little did their young com- 
panion, marked, unmistakeably marked at the best, strike him as 
qualified to repudiate any advantage. 

He himself was in for it at any rate. He should have Morgan 
on his hands again indefinitely; though indeed he saw the lad had 
a private theory to produce which would be intended to smooth 
this down. He was obliged to him for it in advance; but the sug- 
gested amendment didn’t keep his heart rather from sinking, any 
more than it prevented him from accepting the prospect on the spot, 
with some confidence moreover that he should do so even better 
if he could have a little supper. Mrs. Moreen threw out more hints 
about the changes that were to be looked for, but she was such 
a mixture of smiles and shudders—she confessed she was very 
nervous—that he couldn’t tell if she were in high feather or only 
in hysterics. If the family was really at last going to pieces why 
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shouldn’t she recognise the necessity of pitching Morgan into some > 
sort of lifeboat? This presumption was fostered by the fact that 
‘they were established in luxurious quarters in the capital of pleas- 

re; that was exactly where they naturally would be established 
in view of going to pieces» Moreover didn’t she mention that Mr. 
Moreen and the others were enjoying themselves at the opera with 
Mr. Granger, and wasn’t that also precisely where one would look 
for them on the eve of a smash? Pemberton gathered that Mr. , 
Granger was a rich vacant American—a big bill with a flourishy 
heading and no items; so that one of Paula’s “ideas” was probably 
that this time she hadn’t missed fire—by which straight shot in- 
deed she would have shattered the general cohesion. And if the 
cohesion was to crumble what would become of poor Pemberton? 
He felt quite enough bound up with them to figure to his alarm 
as a dislodged block in the edifice. 

It was Morgan who eventually asked if no supper had been or- 
dered for him; sitting with him below, later, at the dim delayed 
meal, in the presence of a great deal of corded green plush, a plate 
of ornamental biscuit and an aloofness marked on the part of the 
waiter. Mrs. Moreen had explained that they had been obliged to 
secure a room for the visitor out of the house; and Morgan’s con- 
solation—he offered it while Pemberton reflected on the nastiness 
of luke-warm sauces—proved to be, largely, that this circum- 
stance would facilitate their escape. He talked of their escape 
—recurring to it often afterwards—as if they were making up a 
“boy’s book” together. But he likewise expressed his sense that 
there was something in the air, that the Moreens couldn’t keep it 
up much longer. In point of fact, as Pemberton was to see, they 
kept it up for five or six months. All the while, however, Morgan’s 
contention was designed to cheer him. Mr. Moreen and Ulick, 
whom he had met the day after his return, accepted that return 
like perfect men of the world. If Paula and Amy treated it even 
with less formality an allowance was to be made for them, inas- 
much as Mr. Granger hadn’t come to the opera after all. He had 
only placed his box at their service, with a bouquet for each of 
the party; there was even one apiece, embittering the thought of 
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his profusion, for Mr. Moreen and Ulick. “They’re all like that,” 
was Morgan’s comment; “at the very last, just when we think 
we’ve landed them they’re back in the deep sea!” 

Morgan’s comments in these days were more and more free; 
they even included a large recognition of the extraordinary ten- 
derness with which he had been treated while Pemberton was 
away.\Oh yes, they couldn’t do enough to be nice to him, to show 
him they had him on their mind and make up for his loss. That 
was just what made the whole thing so sad and caused him to re- 
joice after all in Pemberton’s return—he had to keep thinking of 
their affection less, had less sense of obligation. Pemberton laughed 
out at this last reason, and Morgan blushed and said “Well, dash 
it, you know what I mean.” Pemberton knew perfectly what he 
meant; but there were a good many things that—dash it too!—it 
didn’t make any clearer. This episode of his second sojourn in 
Paris stretched itself out wearily, with their resumed readings 
and wanderings and maunderings, their potterings on the quays, 
their hauntings of the museums, their occasional lingerings in the 
Palais Royal when the first sharp weather came on and there was 


a comfort in warm emanations, before Chevet’s wonderful succu-. 


lent window. Morgan wanted to hear all about the opulent youth 
—he took an immense interest in him. Some of the details of his 
opulence—Pemberton could spare him none of them—evidently 
fed the boy’s appreciation of all his friend had given up to come 
back to him; but in addition to,the greater reciprocity established 
- by that heroism he had always his little brooding theory, in which 
there was a frivoloys gaiety ‘too, that their long probation was 
drawing to a close. Mons’ conviction that the Moreens couldn’t 
go on much longer kept pace with the unexpended impetus with 


which, from month to month, they did go ae weeks after 


Pemberton had rejoined them they went on to another hotel, a 
dingier one than the first; but Morgan rejoiced that his tutor had 
at least still not sacrificed the advantage of a room outside. He 
clung to the romantic utility of this when the day, or rather the 
night, should arrive for their escape. 

For the first time, in this complicated connexion, our friend 
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felt his collar gall him. It was, as he had said to Mrs. Moreen E 
in Venice, trop fort—everything was trop fort. He could neither — 
really throw off his blighting burden nor find in it the benefit of a 
pacified conscience or of a rewarded affection. He had spent all 
the money accruing to him in England, and he saw his youth going 
and that he was getting nothing back for it. It was all very well 
of Morgan to count it for reparation that he should now settle 
on him permanently—there was an irritating flaw in such a view. 
He saw what the boy had in his mind; the conception that as his 
friend had had the generosity to come back he must show his 
gratitude by giving him his life. But the poor friend didn’t desire 
the gift—what could he do with Morgan’s s dreadful little life? “Of 
course at the same time that Pemberton was irritated he re- 
membered the reason, which was very honourable to Morgan and 
which dwelt simply in his making one so forget that he was no 
more than a patched urchin. If one dealt with him on a different 
basis one’s misadventures were one’s own fault. So Pemberton 
waited in a queer confusion of yearning and alarm for the catas- 
trophe which was held to hang over the house of Moreen, of which 
he certainly at moments felt the symptoms brush his cheek and as 
to Sa he wondered much in what form it would find its liveliest 
effect. ) 

eiless it would take the form of sudden dispersal. a fright- 
ened sauve qui peut, a scuttling into selfish corners. Certainly 
they were less elastic than of yore; they were evidently looking for 
something they didn’t find. The Dorringtons hadn’t re-appeared, - 
the princes had scattered; wasn’t that the beginning of the end? 
Mrs. Moreen had lost her reckoning of the famous “days”; her 
social calendar was blurred—it had turned its face to the wall. 
Pemberton suspected that the great, the cruel discomfiture had 
‘been the unspeakable behaviour of Mr. Granger, who seemed not 
to know what he wanted, or, what was much worse, what they 
-wanted. He kept sending flowers, as if to bestrew the path of his 
retreat, which was never the path of a return. Flowers were all 
-very well, but—Pemberton could complete the proposition. It was 
now positively conspicuous that in the long run the Moreens were 
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~ a social failure; so that the young man was almost grateful the run 
had not been short. Mr. Moreen indeed was still occasionally able 
to get away on business and, what was more surprising, was like- 
wise able to get back. Ulick had no club, but you couldn’t have 
discovered it from his appearance, which was as much as ever that 
of a person looking at life from the window of such an institution; 
therefore Pemberton was doubly surprised at an answer he once 
heard him make his mother in the desperate tone of a man familiar 
with the worst privations. Her question Pemberton had not quite 
caught; it appeared to be an appeal for a suggestion as to whom 
they might get to take Amy. “Let the Devil take her!” Ulick 
snapped; so that Pemberton could see that they had not only lost 
their amiability but had ceased to believe in themselves. He could 
also see that if Mrs. Moreen was trying to get people to take her 
children she might be regarded as closing the hatches for the 
storm. But Morgan would be the last she would part ES) 

One winter afternoon—it was a Sunday—he and the boy “walked 
far together in the Bois de Boulogne. The evening was so splendid, 
the cold lemon-coloured sunset so clear, the stream of carriages 
and pedestrians so amusing and the fascination of Paris so great, 
that they stayed out later than usual and became aware that they 
should have to hurry home to arrive in time for dinner. T hey hur- 
ried accordingly, arm-in-arm, good-humoured and hungry, agree- 
ing that there was nothing like Paris after all and that after every- 
thing too that had come and gone they were not yet sated with 
innocent pleasures. When they reached the hotel they found 
that, though scandalously late, they were in time for all the dinner 
they were likely to sit down to. Confusion reigned in the apart- 
ments of the Moreens—very shabby ones this time, but the best 


in the house—and before the interrupted service of the table, with — 


objects displaced almost as if there had been a scuffle and a great 


wine-stain from an overturned bottle, Pemberton couldn’t blink 


the fact that there had been a scene of the last proprietary firm- 
ness. The storm had come—they were _all_seeking refuge. The 
hatches were down, Paula and Amy were invisible—they had 
never tried the most casual art upon Pemberton, but he felt they 


So 
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had enough of an eye to him not to wish to meet him as young — 
ladies whose frocks had been confiscated—and Ulick appeared ~ 

to have jumped overboard. The host and his staff, in a word, had 

ceased to “go on” at the pace of their guests, and the air of em- 

barrassed detention, thanks to a pile of gaping trunks in the pas- 

sage, was strangely commingled with the air of indignant with- 

drawal. 

When Morgan took all this in—and he took it in very quickly 

—he coloured to the roots of his hair. He had walked from his 

infancy among difficulties and dangers, but he had never seen a 

public exposure. Pemberton noticed in a second glance at him 

that the tears had rushed into his eyes and that they were tears 

of a new and untasted bitterness. He wondered an instant, for 

the boy’s sake, whether he might successfully pretend not to 

understand. Not successfully, he felt, as Mr. and Mrs. Moreen, 

dinnerless by their extinguished hearth, rose before him in their 

little dishonoured salon, casting about with glassy eyes for the 

nearest port in such a storm. They were not prostrate but were 

horribly white, and Mrs. Moreen had evidently been crying. Pem- 

berton quickly learned however that her grief was not for the loss 

of her dinner, much as she usually enjoyed it, but the fruit of a 

blow that struck even deeper, as she made all haste to explain. He 

would see for himself, so far as that went, how the great change 

had come, the dreadful bolt had fallen, and how they would now 

_all have to turn themselves about. iuberstacelegiil as it was to 

them to part with their darling she must look to him to carry a 

little further the influence he had so fortunately acquired with the 

boy—to induce his young charge to follow him into some modest 

retreat. They depended on him—that was the fact—to take’ their — 

delightful child temporarily under his protection: it would leave 

a \ Mr. Moreen and herself so much more free to give the proper at- 

"| tention (too little, alas! had been given) to the readjustment of 
' \ heir affairs. ") 

“We trust you—we feel we can,” said Mrs, Moreen, slowiy 

tubbing her plump white hands and looking with compunction 
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hard at Morgan, whose chin, not to take liberties, her husband 
stroked with a tentative paternal forefinger. 

“Oh yes—we feel that we can. We trust Mr. Pemberton fully, 
Morgan,” Mr. Moreen pursued. 

Pemberton wondered again if he might pretend not to under- 
stand; but ne (80 good gave way to the intensity of Morgan’s 
understanding. ‘ 
for ever and ever: 
anywhere he likes?”) 

“For ever and evér? Comme vous-y-allez!” Mr. Moreen laughed 
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o you mean he may take me to live with him * 
cried the boy. “May take me away, away, | 


indulgently. For as long as Mr. Pemberton may be so good.”_) ~~~ 


‘(We've struggled, we’ve suffered,” his wife went on; “but 
you’ve_made.him-so.your_own that we’ve already been through 
the worst of the sacrifice.” 

Morgan had turned away from his father—he stood looking 
at Pemberton with a light in his face. His sense of shame for their 
common humiliated state had dropped; the case had another side 


—the thing was to clutch at that. He had a moment-of boyish __ 


joy, scarcely mitigated by the-reflexion that-with-this-unexpected 
consecration of his hope—too sudden and too violent; the turn 
taken was away from a good boy’s book—the “escape” was left on 
their hands, The boyish joy was there an instant, and Pemberton 
was almost scared at the rush of gratitude and affection that broke 
through his first abasement. When he stammered “My dear fel- 
low, what do you say to that?” how could one not say something 
enthusiastic? But there was more need for courage at something 
else that immediately followed and that made the lad sit down 
quickly on the nearest chair. He had turned quite livid and had 
raised his hand to his left side. They were all three looking at him, 
but Mrs. Moreen suddenly bounded forward. “Ah his darling little 
heart!” she broke out; and this time, on her knees before him and 
without respect for the idol, she caught him ardently in her arms. 
“You walked him too far, you hurried him too fast!” she hurled 
over her shoulder at Pemberton. Her son made no protest, and 
the next instant, still holding him, she sprang up with her face 
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pantie’ and with the terrified cry ‘Help, help! he’s going, he? s 
gone!” Pemberton saw with equal horror, by Morgan’s own 
stricken face, that he was beyond their wildest recall. He pulled 
him half out of his mother’s hands, and for a moment, while they 
held him together, they looked all their dismay into each other’s 
eyes. “He couldn’t stand it with his weak organ,” said Pemberton 

—the shock, the whole scene, the violent emotion.” 

“But I thought he wanted to go to you!” wailed Mrs. Morees. 


“T fold you he didn’t, my dear,” her husband made answer. Mr. 
Moreen was trembling all over and was in his way as deeply af- 
fected as his wife. But after the very first he took his bereave- 


ment as a man of the world. 
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Wuat determined the speech that startled him in the course of 
their encounter scarcely matters, being probably but some words 
spoken by himself quite without intention—spoken as they lin- 
gered and slowly moved together after their renewal of acquaint- 
ance. He had been conveyed by friends an hour or two before to 
the house at which she was staying; the party of visitors at the 
other house, of whom he was one, and thanks to whom it was his 
theory, as always, that he was lost in the crowd, had been invited 
over to luncheon. There had been after luncheon much dispersal, 
all in the interest of the original motive, a view of Weatherend 
itself and the fine things, intrinsic features, pictures, heirlooms, 
treasures of all the arts, that made the place almost famous; and 
the great rooms were so numerous that guests could wander at 
their will, hang back from the principal group and in cases where 
they took such matters with the last seriousness give themselves 
up to mysterious appreciations and measurements. There were 
persons to be observed, singly or in couples, bending toward ob- 
jects in out-of-the-way corners with their hands on their knees 
and their heads nodding quite as with the emphasis of an excited 
sense of smell. When they were two they either mingled their 
sounds of ecstasy or melted into silences of even deeper import, 
so that there were aspects of the occasion that gave it for Marcher 
much the air of the “look round,” previous to a sale highly adver- 
tised, that excites or quenches, as may be, the dream of acquisi- 
tion. The dream of acquisition at Weatherend would have had to 
be wild indeed, and John Marcher found himself, among such sug- 
gestions, disconcerted almost equally by the presence of those who 
knew too much and by that of those who knew nothing. The great 
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rooms caused so much poetry and history iG press upon tinh that 
he needed some straying apart to feel in a proper relation with 
them, though this impulse was not, as happened, like the gloating 
of some of his companions, to be compared to the movements of a 
dog sniffing a cupboard. It had an issue promptly enough in a 
direction that was not to have been calculated. 

It led, briefly, in the course of the October afternoon, to his 
closer meeting with May Bartram, whose face, a reminder, yet 
not quite a remembrance, as they sat much separated at a very 
long table, had begun merely by troubling him rather pleasantly. 
It affected him as the sequel of something of which he had lost 
the beginning. He knew it, and for the time quite welcomed it, 
as a continuation, but didn’t know what it continued, which was 
an interest or an amusement the greater as he was also somehow 
aware—yet without a direct sign from her—that the young woman 
herself hadn’t lost the thread. She hadn’t lost it, but she wouldn’t 
give it back to him, he saw, without some putting forth of his hand 
for it; and he not only saw that, but saw several things more, 
things odd enough in the light of the fact that at the moment some 
accident of grouping brought them face to face he was still merely 
fumbling with the idea that any contact between them in the past 
would have had no importance. If it had had no importance he 
scarcely knew why his actual impression of her should so seem to 
have so much; the answer to which, however, was that in such a 
life as they all appeared to be leading for the moment one could 
but take things as they came. He was satisfied, without in the least 
being able to say why, that this young lady might roughly have 
ranked in the house as a poor relation; satisfied also that she was 
not there on a brief visit, but was more or less a part of the es- 
tablishment—almost a working, a remunerated part. Didn’t she 
enjoy at periods a protection that she paid for by helping, among 
other services, to show the place and explain it, deal with the tire- 
some people, answer questions about the dates of the building, the 
styles of the furniture, the authorship of the pictures, the favour- 
ite haunts of the ghost? It wasn’t that she looked as if you could 
have given her shillings—it was impossible to look less so. Yet 
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when. she finally drifted toward him, distinctly handsome, though 
ever so much older—older than when he had seen her before— 
it might have been as an effect of her guessing that he had, within 
the couple of hours, devoted more imagination to her than to all 
the others put together, and had thereby penetrated to a kind of 
truth that the others were too stupid for. She was there on harder 
terms than any one; she was there as a consequence of things suf- 
fered, one way and another, in the interval of years; and she re- 
membered him very much as she was remembered—only a good 
deal better. 

By the time they at last thus came to speech they were alone 
in one of the rooms—remarkable for a fine portrait over the 
chimney-place—out of which their friends had passed, and the 
charm of it was that even before they had spoken they had practi- 
cally arranged with each other to stay behind for talk. The charm, 
happily, was in other things too—partly in there being scarce a 
spot at Weatherend without something to stay behind for. It was 
in the way the autumn day looked into the high windows as it 
waned; the way the red light, breaking at the close from under a 
low sombre sky, reached out in a long shaft and played over old 
wainscots, old tapestry, old gold, old colour. It was most of all per- 
haps in the way she came to him as if, since she had been turned 
on to deal with the simpler sort, he might, should he choose to 
keep the whole thing down, just take her mild attention for a part 
of her general business. As soon as he heard her voice, however, 
the gap was filled up and the missing link supplied; the slight 
irony he divined in her attitude lost its advantage. He almost 
jumped at it to get there before her. “I met you years and years 
ago in Rome. I remember all about it.” She confessed to disap- 
pointment—she had been so sure he didn’t; and to prove how well 
he did he began to pour forth the particular recollections that 
popped up as he called for them. Her face and her voice, all at 
his service now, worked the miracle—the impression operating 
like the torch of a lamplighter who touches into flame, one by one, 
a long row of gas-jets. Marcher flattered himself the illumination 


was brilliant, yet he was really still more pleased on her showing 
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him, with amusement, that in his haste to make everything right 
he had got most things rather wrong. It hadn’t been at Rome—it 
had been at Naples; and it hadn’t been eight years before—it had 
been more nearly ten. She hadn’t been, either, with her uncle and 
aunt, but with her mother and her brother; in addition to which 
it was not with the Pembles ke had been, but with the Boyers, 
coming down in their company from Rome—a point on which she 
insisted, a little to his confusion, and as to which she had her evi- 
dence in hand. The Boyers she had known, but didn’t know the 
Pembles, though she had heard of them, and it was the people he 
was with who had made them acquainted. The incident of the 
thunderstorm that had raged round them with such violence as to 
drive them for refuge into an excavation—this incident had not 
occurred at the Palace of the Czsars, but at Pompeii, on an occa- 
sion when they had been present there at an important find. 

He accepted her amendments, he enjoyed her corrections, 
_ though the moral of them was, she pointed out, that he really 
didn’t remember the least thing about her; and he only felt it as 
a drawback that when all was made strictly historic there didn’t 
appear much of anything left. They lingered together still, she 
neglecting her office—for from the moment he was so clever she 
had no proper right to him—and both neglecting the house, just 
waiting as to see if a memory or two more wouldn’t again breathe 
on them. It hadn’t taken them many minutes, after all, to put 
down on the table, like the cards of a pack, those that constituted 
their respective hands; only what came out was that the pack 
was unfortunately not perfect—that the past, invoked, invited, 
encouraged, could give them, naturally, no more than it had. It 
had made them anciently meet—her at twenty, him at twenty- 
five; but nothing was so strange, they seemed to say to each other, 
as that, while so occupied, it hadn’t done a little more for them. 
They looked at each other as with the feeling of an occasion . 
missed; the present would have been so much better if the other, 
in the far distance, in the foreign land, hadn’t been so stupidly 
meagre. There weren’t apparently, all counted, more than a dozen 
little old things that had succeeded in coming to pass between 
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them; trivialities of youth, simplicities of freshness, stupidities 
of ignorance, small possible germs, but too deeply buried—too 
deeply (didn’t it seem?) to sprout after so many years. Marcher 
could only feel he ought to have rendered her some service— 
saved her from a capsized boat in the Bay or at least recovered her 
dressing-bag, filched from her cab in the streets of Naples by a 
Jazzarone with a stiletto. Or it would have been nice if he could 
have been taken with fever all alone at his hotel, and she could 
have come to look after him, to write to his people, to drive him 
out in convalescence. Then they would be in possession of the 
something or other that their actual show seemed to lack. It yet 
somehow presented itself, this show, as too good to be spoiled; 
so that they were reduced for a few minutes more to wondering a 
little helplessly why—since they seemed to know a certain num- 
ber of the same people—their reunion had been so long averted. 
They didn’t use that name for it, but their delay from minute to 
minute to join the others was a kind of confession that they didn’t 
quite want it to be a failure. Their attempted supposition of rea- 
sons for their not having met but showed how little they knew of 
each other. There came in fact a moment when Marcher felt a 
positive pang. It was vain to pretend she was an old friend, for all 
the communities were wanting, in spite of which it was as an old 
friend that he saw she would have suited him. He had new ones 
enough—was surrounded with them for instance on the stage of 
the other house; as a new one he probably wouldn’t have so much 
as noticed her. He would have liked to invent something, get her 
to make-believe with him that some passage of a romantic or criti- 
cal kind had originally occurred. He was really almost reaching 
out in imagination—as against time—for something that would 
do, and saying to himself that if it didn’t come this sketch of a 
fresh start would show for quite awkwardly bungled. T hey would 
separate, and now for no second or no third chance. They would 
have tried and not succeeded. Then it was, just at the turn, as 
he afterwards made it out to himself, that, everything else fail- 
ing, she herself decided to take up the case and, as it were, save 
the situation. He felt as soon as she spoke that she had been con- 
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sciously keeping back what she said and hoping to get on without 
it; a scruple in her that immensely touched him when, by the end 
of three or four minutes more, he was able to measure it. What 
she brought out, at any rate, quite cleared the air and supplied 
the link—the link it was so aud he should frivolously have man- 
aged to lose. 

“You know you told me something I’ve never forgotten and 
that again and again has made me think of you since; it was that 
tremendously hot day when we went to Sorrento, across the bay, 
for the breeze. What I allude to was what you said to me, on the 
way back, as we sat under the awning of the boat enjoying the 
cool. Have you forgotten?” 

He had forgotten and was even more surprised than ashamed. 
But the great thing was that he saw in this no vulgar reminder of 
any “sweet” speech. The vanity of women had long memories, 
but she was making no claim on him of a compliment or a mis- 
take. With another woman, a totally different one, he might have 
feared the recall possibly even of some imbecile “offer.” So, in 
having to say that he had indeed forgotten, he was conscious 
rather of a loss than of a gain; he already saw an interest in the 
matter of her mention. “I try to think—but I give it up. Yet I re- 
member the Sorrento day.” 

“T’m not very sure you do,” May Bartram after a moment said; 
“and I’m not very sure I ought to want you to. It’s dreadful to 
bring a person back at any time to what he was ten years before. 
If you’ve lived away from it,” she smiled, “so much the better.” 

“Ah if you haven’t why should I?” he asked. 

“Lived away, you mean, from what I myself was?” 

“From what J was. I was of course an ass,” Marcher went on; 
“but I would rather know from you just the sort of ass I was than 
—from the moment you have something in your mind—not know 
anything.” 

Still, however, she hesitated. “But if you’ve completely ceased 
to be that sort—?” 

“Why I can then all the more bear to know. Besides, perhaps 
I haven’t.” 
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“Perhaps. Yet if you haven’t,” she added, “I should suppose a 
you’d remember. Not indeed that J in the least connect with my | 
impression the invidious name you use. If I had only thought you 
foolish,” she explained, “the thing I speak of wouldn’t so have re- 
mained with me. It was about yourself.” She waited as if it might 
come to him; but as, only meeting her eyes in wonder, he gave no 

sign, she burnt her ships. “Has it ever happened?” 

Then it was that, while he continued to stare, a light broke 
for him and the blood slowly came to his face, which began to 
burn with recognition. “Do you mean I told you—?” But he fal- 
tered, lest what came to him shouldn’t be right, lest he should . 
only give himself away. > 

“Tt was something about yourself that it was natural one 
shouldn’t forget—that is if one remembered you at all. That’s why 
I ask you,” she smiled, “‘if the thing you then spoke of has ever 
come to pass?” 

Oh then he saw, but he was lost in wonder and found himself 
embarrassed. This, he also saw, made her sorry for him, as if her 
allusion had been a mistake. It took him but a moment, however, 
to feel it hadn’t been, much as it had been a surprise. After the 
first little shock of it her knowledge on the contrary began, even 
if rather strangely, to taste sweet to him. She was the only other 
person in the world then who would have it, and she had had it 
all these years, while the fact of his having so breathed his secret 
had unaccountably faded from him. No wonder they couldn’t 
have met as if nothing had happened. “I judge,” he finally said, 
“that I know what you mean. Only I had strangely enough lost 
any sense of having taken you so far into my confidence.” 

“Ts it because you’ve taken so many others as well?” 

“Tye taken nobody. Not a creature since then.” 

“So that I’m the only person who knows?” 

“The only person in the world.” 

“Well,” she quickly replied, “I myself have never spoken. I’ve 
never, never repeated of you what you told me.” She looked at 
him so that he perfectly believed her. Their eyes met over it in 
such a way that he was without a doubt. “And I never will.” 
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She spoke with an earnestness that, as if almost excessive, put 
him at ease about her possible derision. Somehow the whole ques- 
tion was a new luxury to him—that is from the moment she was in 
possession. If she didn’t take the sarcastic view she clearly took 
the sympathetic, and that was what he had had, in all the long 
time, from no one whomsoever. What he felt was that he couldn’t 
at present have begun to tell her, and yet could profit perhaps 
exquisitely by the accident of having done so of old. “Please don’t 
then. We’re just right as it is.” 

“Oh I am,” she laughed, “if you are!” To which she added: 
“Then you do still feel in the same way?” 

It was impossible, he shouldn’t take to himself that she was 
really interested, though it all kept coming as perfect surprise. 
He had thought of himself so long as abominably alone, and lo 
he wasn’t alone a bit. He hadn’t been, it appeared, for an hour— 
since those moments on the Sorrento boat. It was ske who had 
been, he seemed to see as he looked at her—she who had been 
made so by the graceless fact of his lapse of fidelity. To tell her 
what he had told her—what had it been but to ask something of 
her? something that she had given, in her charity, without his 
having, by a remembrance, by a return of the spirit, failing an- 
other encounter, so much as thanked her. What he had asked of 
her had been simply at first not to laugh at him. She had beauti- 
fully not done so for ten years, and she was not doing so now. So 
he had endless gratitude to make up. Only for that he must see 
just how he had figured to her. ‘What, exactly, was the account I 
gave—?” 

“Of the way you did feel? Well, it was very simple. You said 
you had had from your earliest time, as the deepest thing within 
you, the sense of being kept for something rare and strange, possi- 
bly prodigious and terrible, that was sooner or later to happen to 
you, that you had in your bones the foreboding and the conviction 
of, and that would perhaps overwhelm you.” 

“Do you call that very simple?” John Marcher asked. 

She thought a moment. “It was perhaps because I seemed, as 
you spoke, to understand it.” 


Cad 


reach ke. ee 





| THE BEAST IN THE JUNGLE 183 

“You do understand it?” he eagerly asked. 

Again she kept her kind eyes on him. “You still have the be- 
lief?” 

“Oh!” he exclaimed helplessly. There was too much to say. 

“Whatever it’s to be,” she clearly made out, “it hasn’t yet 
come.” . 

He shook his head in complete surrender now. “It hasn’t yet 
come. Only, you know, it isn’t anything I’m to do, to achieve in 
the world, to be distinguished or admired for. I’m not such an ass 
as that. It would be much better, no doubt, if I were.” 

“Tt’s to be something you’re merely to suffer?” 

“Well, say to wait for—to have to meet, to face, to see suddenly 
break out in my life; possibly destroying all further consciousness, 
possibly annihilating me; possibly, on the other hand, only alter- 

_ ing everything, striking at the root of all my world and leaving me 
to the consequences, however they shape themselves.” 

She took this in, but the light in her eyes continued for him not 
to be that of mockery. “Isn’t what you describe perhaps but the 
expectation—or at any rate the sense of danger, familiar to so 
many people—of falling in love?” 

John Marcher wondered. “Did you ask me that before?” 

‘“No—I wasn’t so free-and-easy then. But it’s what strikes me 
now.” 

“Of course,” he said after a moment, “it strikes you. Of course 
it strikes me. Of course what’s in store for me may be no more than 
that. The only thing is,” he went on, “that I think if it had been 
that I should by this time know.” 

“Do you mean because you’ve been in love?” And then as he 
but looked at her in silence: ““You’ve been in love, and it hasn’t 
meant such a cataclysm, hasn’t proved the great affair?” 

“Here I am, you see. It hasn’t been overwhelming.” 

“Then it hasn’t been love,” said May Bartram. 

“Well, I at least thought it was. I took it for that—lI’ve taken 
it till now. It was agreeable, it was delightful, it was miserable,” 
he explained. “But it wasn’t strange. It wasn’t what my affair’s 
to be.” 
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“You want something all to vourselfuotnethene that nobody 
else knows or as known?” 

“It isn’t a question of what I ‘want)—God knows I don’t want 
anything. It’s only a question of the apprehension that haunts me 
—that I live with day by day.” 

He said this so lucidly and consistently that he could see it fur- 
ther impose itself. If she hadn’t been interested before she’d have 
been interested now. “Is it a sense of coming violence?” 

Evidently now too again he liked to talk of it. “I don’t think 
of it as—when it does come—necessarily violent. I only think of 
it as natural and as of course above all unmistakeable. I think of 
it simply as the thing. The thing will of itself appear natural.” 

“Then how will it appear strange?” 

Marcher bethought himself. “It won’t—to me.” 

“To whom then?” 

“Well,” he replied, smiling at last, “‘say to you.” 

“Oh then I’m to be present?” 

“Why you are present—since you know.” 

“T see.” She turned it over. “But I mean at the catastrophe.” 

At this, for a minute, their lightness gave way to their gravity; 
it was as if the long look they exchanged held them together. “It 
will only depend on yourself—if you'll watch with me.” 

“Are you afraid?” she asked. 

“Don’t leave me now,” he went on. 

“Are you afraid?” she repeated. 

“Do you think me simply out of my mind?” he pursued instead 
of answering. “Do I merely strike you as a harmless lunatic?” 

“No,” said May Bartram. “I understand you. I believe you.” 

“You mean you feel how my obsession—poor old thing!—may 
correspond to some possible reality?” 

“To some possible reality.” 

“Then you will watch with me?” 

She hesitated, then for the third time put her question. “Are 
you afraid?” 

“Did I tell you I was—at Naples?” 

“No, you said nothing about it.” 
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_ “Then I don’t know. And I should Jike to know,” said John 
Marcher. “You'll tell me yourself whether you think so. If you’ll 
watch with me you’ll see.” 

“Very good then.” They had been moving by this time across 
the room, and at the door, before passing out, they paused as for 
the full wind-up of their understanding. “I’ll watch with you,” 
said May Bartram. 


II 


Tue fact that she “knew’—knew and yet neither chaffed him 
nor betrayed him—had in a short time begun to constitute be- 
tween them a goodly bond, which became more marked when, 
within the year that followed their afternoon at Weatherend, the 
opportunities for meeting multiplied. The event that thus pro- 
moted these occasions was the death of the ancient lady her great- 
aunt, under whose wing, since losing her mother, she had to such 
an extent found shelter, and who, though but the widowed mother 
of the new successor to the property, had succeeded—thanks to a 
high tone and a high temper—in not forfeiting the supreme posi- 
tion at the great house. The deposition of this personage arrived 
but with her death, which, followed by many changes, made in 
particular a difference for the young woman in whom Marcher’s 
expert attention had recognised from the first a dependent with 
a pride that might ache though it didn’t bristle. Nothing for a 
long time had made him easier than the thought that the aching 
must have been much soothed by Miss Bartram’s now finding 
herself able to set up a small home in London. She had acquired 
property, to an amount that made that luxury just possible, under 
her aunt’s extremely complicated will, and when the whole matter 
began to be straightened out, which indeed took time, she let him 
know that the happy issue was at last in view. He had seen her 
again before that day, both because she had more than once ac- 
companied the ancient lady to town and because he had paid an- 


other visit to the friends who so conveniently made of Weatherend 
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one of the charms of their own hospitality. These friends had 
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taken him back there; he had achieved there again with Miss Bar- f 
tram some quiet detachment; and he had in London succeeded in 
persuading her to more than one brief absence from her aunt. 
They went together, on these latter occasions, to the National Gal- 
lery and the South Kensington Museum, where, among vivid re- 
minders, they talked of Italy at large—not now attempting to re- 
cover, as at first, the taste of their youth and their ignorance. That 
recovery, the first day at Weatherend, had served its purpose well, 
had given them quite enough; so that they were, to Marcher’s 
sense, no longer hovering about the headwaters of their stream, 
but had felt their boat pushed sharply off and down the current. 

They were literally afloat together; for our gentleman this 
was marked, quite as marked as that the fortunate cause of it was 
just the buried treasure of her knowledge. He had with his own 
hands dug up this little hoard, brought to light—that is to within 
reach of the dim day constituted by their discretions and priva- 
cies—the object of value the hiding-place of which he had, after 
putting it into the ground himself, so strangely, so long forgotten. 
The rare luck of his having again just stumbled on the spot made 
him indifferent to any other question; he would doubtless have 
devoted more time to the odd accident of his lapse of memory if 
he hadn’t been moved to devote so much to the sweetness, the com- 
fort, as he felt, for the future, that this accident itself had helped 
to keep fresh. It had never entered into his plan that any one 
should “know,” and mainly for the reason that it wasn’t in him to 
tell any one. That would have been impossible, for nothing but the 
amusement of a cold world would have waited on it. Since, how- 
ever, a mysterious fate.had opened his mouth betimes, in spite of 
him, he would count that a compensation and profit by it to the 
utmost. That the right person should know tempered the asperity 
of his secret more even than his shyness had permitted him to 
imagine; and May Bartram was clearly right, because—well, be- 
cause there she was. Her knowledge simply settled it; he would 
have been sure enough by this time had she been wrong. There 
was that in his situation, no doubt, that disposed him too much to 
see her as a mere confidant, taking all her light for him from the 
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fact—the fact only—of her interest in his predicament; from her 
mercy, sympathy, seriousness, her consent not to regard him as 
the funniest of the funny. Aware, in fine, that her price for him 
was just in her giving him this constant sense of his being admira- 
bly spared, he was careful to remember that she had also a life of 
her own, with things that might happen to “er, things that in 
friendship one should likewise take account of. Something fairly 
remarkable came to pass with him, for that matter, in this con- 
nexion—something represented by a certain passage of his con- 
sciousness, in the suddenest way, from one extreme to the other. 

He had thought himself, so long as nobody knew, the most dis- 
interested person in the world, carrying his concentrated burden, 
his perpetual suspense, ever so quietly, holding his tongue about 
it, giving others no glimpse of it nor of its effect upon his life, ask- 
ing of them no allowance and only making on his side all those 
that were asked. He hadn’t disturbed people with the queerness 
of their having to know a haunted man, though he had had mo- 
ments of rather special temptation on hearing them say they were 
forsooth “unsettled.” If they were as unsettled as he was—he who 
had never been settled for an hour in his life—they would know 
what it meant. Yet it wasn’t, all the same, for him to make them, 
and he listened to them civilly enough. This was why he had such 
good—though possibly such rather colourless—manners; this was 
why, above all, he could regard himself, in a greedy world, as de- 
cently—as in fact perhaps even a little sublimely—unselfish. Our 
point is accordingly that he valued this character quite sufficiently 
to measure his present danger of letting it lapse, against which he 
promised himself to be much on his guard. He was quite ready, 
none the less, to be selfish just a little, since surely no more charm- 
ing occasion for it had come to him. “Just a little,” in a word, 
was just as much as Miss Bartram, taking one day with another, 
would let him. He never would be in the least coercive, and would 
keep well before him the lines on which consideration for her— 
the very highest—ought to proceed. He would thoroughly estab- 
lish the heads under which her affairs, her requirements, her pe- 
culiarities—he went so far as to give them the latitude of that 
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name—would come into their intercourse. All this naturally was a 
sign of how much he took the intercourse itself for granted. There - 
was nothing more to be done about ¢fhat. It simply existed; had 
sprung into being with her first penetrating question to him in the 
autumn light there at Weatherend. The real form it should have 
taken on the basis that stood out large was the form of their mar- 
rying. But the devil in this was that the very basis itself put mar- 
rying out of the question. His conviction, his apprehension, his 
obsession, in short, wasn’t a privilege he could invite a woman to 
share; and that consequence of it was precisely what was the mat- 
ter with him. Something or other lay in wait for him, amid the 
twists and the turns of the months and the years, like a crouching 
beast in the jungle. It signified little whether the crouching beast 
were destined to slay him or to be slain. The definite point was 
the inevitable spring of the creature; and the definite lesson from 
that was that a man of feeling didn’t cause himself to be accom- 
panied by a lady on a tiger-hunt. Such was the image under wing 
he had ended by figuring his life. 

They had at first, none the less, in the scattered hours spent 
together, made no allusion to that view of it; which was a sign he 
was handsomely alert to give that he didn’t expect, that he in fact 
didn’t care, always to be talking about it. Such a feature in one’s 
outlook was really like a hump on one’s back. The difference it 
made every minute of the day existed quite independently of dis- 
cussion. One discussed of course like a hunchback, for there was 
always, if nothing else, the hunchback face. That remained, and 
she was watching him; but people watched best, as a general 
thing, in silence, so that such would be predominantly the manner 
of their vigil. Yet he didn’t want, at the same time, to be tense and 
solemn; tense and solemn was what he imagined he too much 
showed for with other people. The thing to be, with the one person 
who knew, was easy and natural—to make the reference rather 
than be seeming to avoid it, to avoid it rather than be seeming to 
make it, and to keep it, in any case, familiar, facetious even, rather 
than pedantic and portentous. Some such consideration as the 
latter was doubtless in his mind for instance when he wrote pleas- 





PU pt, “Sai ete ines 6 ¢ b . ‘sone 
ae ~ - ‘ 4 oe 


-antly to Miss Bartram that perhaps the great thing he had so long 
felt as in the lap of the gods was no more than this circumstance, 
which touched him so nearly, of her acquiring a house in London. 
It was the first allusion they had yet again made, needing any 
other hitherto so little; but when she replied, after having given 
him the news, that she was by no means satisfied with such a trifle 
as the climax to so special a suspense, she almost set him wondering 
if she hadn’t even a larger conception of singularity for him than 
he had for himself. He was at all events destined to become aware 
little by little, as time went by, that she was all the while looking 
at his life, judging it, measuring it, in the light of the thing she 
knew, which grew to be at last, with the consecration of the years, 
never mentioned between them save as “the real truth” about 
him. That had always been his own form of reference to it, but she 
adopted the form so quietly that, looking back at the end of a 
period, he knew there was no moment at which it was traceable 
that she had, as he might say, got inside his idea, or exchanged 
the attitude of beautifully indulging for that of still more beauti- 
fully believing him. 

It was always open to him to accuse her of seeing him but as 
the most harmless of maniacs, and this, in the long run—since 
it covered so much ground—was his easiest description of their 
friendship. He had a screw loose for her, but she liked him in spite 
of it and was practically, against the rest of the world, his kind 
wise keeper, unremunerated but fairly amused and, in the absence 
of other near ties, not disreputably occupied. The rest of the world 
of course thought him queer, but she, she only, knew how, and 
above all why, queer; which was precisely what enabled her to 
dispose the concealing veil in the right folds. She took his gaiety 
from him—since it had to pass with them for gaiety—as she took 
everything else; but she certainly so far justified by her unerring 
touch his finer sense of the degree to which he had ended by con- 
vincing her. She at least never spoke of the secret of his life ex- 
cept as “the real truth about you,” and she had in fact a wonderful 

_ way of making it seem, as such, the secret of her own life too. That 

_ was in fine how he so constantly felt her as allowing for him; he 
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couldn’t on the whole call it anything else. He allowed for binsel 


but she, exactly, allowed still more; partly because, better placed — 


for a sight of the matter, she traced his unhappy perversion 
through reaches of its course into which he could scarce follow it. 
He knew how he felt, but, besides knowing that, she knew how he 
looked as well; he knew each of the things of importance he was 
insidiously kept from doing, but she could add up the amount 
they made, understand how much, with a lighter weight on his 
spirit, he might have done, and thereby establish how, clever 
as he was, he fell short. Above all she was in the secret of the dif- 
ference between the forms he went through—those of his little 
office under Government, those of caring for his modest patrimony, 
for his library, for his garden in the country, for the people in 
London whose invitations he accepted and repaid—and the de- 
tachment that reigned beneath them and that made of all be- 
haviour, all that could in the least be called behaviour, a long act 
of dissimulation. What it had come to was that he wore a mask 
painted with the social simper, out of the eye-holes of which there 
looked eyes of an expression not in the least matching the other 
features. This the stupid world, even after years, had never more 
than half-discovered. It was only May Bartram who had, and she 
achieved, by an art indescribable, the feat of at once—or perhaps 
it was only alternately—meeting the eyes from in front and min- 
gling her own vision, as from over his shoulder, with their peep 
through the apertures. 

So while they grew older together she did watch with him, and 
so she let this association give shape and colour to her own exist- 
ence. Beneath ker forms as well detachment had learned to sit, 


and behaviour had become for her, in the social sense, a false ac- | 


count of herself. There was but one account of her that would 
have been true all the while and that she could give straight to 
nobody, least of all to John Marcher. Her whole attitude was a 
virtual statement, but the perception of that only seemed called 


to take its place for him as one of the many things necessarily - 


crowded out of his consciousness. If she had moreover, like him- 
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self, to make sacrifices to their real truth, it was to be granted that 
her compensation might have affected her as more prompt and 
more natural. They had long periods, in this London time, during 
which, when they were together, a stranger might have listened to 
them without in the least pricking up his ears; on the other hand 
the real truth was equally liable at any moment to rise to the sur- 
face, and the auditor would then have wondered indeed what they 
were talking about. They had from an early hour made up their 
mind that society was, luckily, unintelligent, and the margin al- 
lowed them by this had fairly become one of their commonplaces. 
Yet there were still moments when the situation turned almost 
fresh—usually under the effect of some expression drawn from 
herself. Her expressions doubtless repeated themselves, but her 
intervals were generous. “What saves us, you know, is that we 
answer so completely to so usual an appearance: that of the man 
and woman whose friendship has become such a daily habit—or 
almost—as to be at last indispensable.” That for instance was a 
remark she had frequently enough had occasion to make, though 
she had given it at different times different developments. What 
we are especially concerned with is the turn it happened to take 
from her one afternoon when he had come to see her in honour 
of her birthday. This anniversary had fallen on a Sunday, at a sea- 
son of thick fog and general outward gloom; but he had brought 
her his customary offering, having known her now long enough to 
have established a hundred small traditions. It was one of his 
proofs to himself, the present he made her on her birthday, that 
he hadn’t sunk into real selfishness. It was mostly nothing more 
than a small trinket, but it was always fine of its kind, and he was 
regularly careful to pay for it more than he thought he could 
afford. “Our habit saves you at least, don’t you see? because it 
makes you, after all, for the vulgar, indistinguishable from other 
men. What’s the most inveterate mark of men in general? Why 
the capacity to spend endless time with dull women—to spend it 
I won’t say without being bored, but without minding that they 
are, without being driven off at a tangent by it; which comes to 
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the same thing. I’m your dull woman, a part of the daily bread tora 
which you pray at church. That covers your tracks more than any- 
thing.” 

“And what covers yours?” asked Marcher, whom his dull 
woman could mostly to this extent amuse. “I see of course what 
you mean by your saving me, in this way and that, so far as other 
people are concerned—I’ve seen it all along. Only what is it that 
saves you? I often think, you know, of that.” 

She looked as if she sometimes thought of that too, but rather in 
a different way. “Where other people, you mean, are concerned?” 

“Well, you’re really so in with me, you know—as a sort of result 

of my being so in with yourself. I mean of my having such an im- 
-mense regard for you, being so tremendously mindful of all you’ve 
done for me. I sometimes ask myself if it’s quite fair. Fair I mean 
to have so involved and—since one may say it—interested you. 
I almost feel as if you hadn’t really had time to do anything else.” 

“Anything else but be interested?” she asked. “Ah what else 
does one ever want to be? If I’ve been ‘watching’ with you, as we 
long age agreed I was to do, watching’s always in itself an absorp- 
tion.” 

“Oh certainly,” John Marcher said, “if you hadn’t had your 
curiosity—! Only doesn’t it sometimes come to you as time goes 
on that your curiosity isn’t being particularly repaid?” 

May Bartram had a pause. “Do you ask that, by any chance, 
because you feel at all that yours isn’t? I mean because you have 
to wait so long.” 

Oh he understood what she meant! “For the thing to happen 
that never does happen? For the beast to jump out? No, I’m just 
where I was about it. It isn’t a matter as to which I can choose, I 
can decide for a change. It isn’t one as to which there can be a 
change. It’s in the lap of the gods. One’s in the hands of one’s law 
—there one is. As to the form the law will take, the way it will 
operate, that’s its own affair.” 

“Yes,” Miss Bartram replied; “of course one’s fate’s coming, 
of course it Zas come in its own form and its own way, all the 
while. Only, you know, the form and the way in your case were to 
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fave’ been—well, autnees so exceptional and, as one may say, 
so particularly your own.’ 

Something in this made him look at her with suspicion. “You 
say ‘were to dave been,’ as if in your heart you had begun to 
doubt.” 

“Oh!” she vaguely protested. 

“As if you believe,” he went on, “that nothing will now take 
place.” 

She shook her head slowly but rather inscrutably. “You're far 
from my thought.” : 

He continued to look at her. “What then is the matter with 
you?” 

“Well,” she said after another wait, “the matter with me is sim- 
ply that I’m more sure than ever my curiosity, as you call it, will 
be but too well repaid.” 

They were frankly grave now; he had got up from his seat, had 
turned once more about the little drawing-room to which, year 
after year, he brought his inevitable topic; in which he had, as 
he might have said, tasted their intimate community with every 
sauce, where every object was as familiar to him as the things of 
his own house and the very carpets were worn with his fitful walk 
very much as the desks in old counting-houses are worn by the 
elbows of generations of clerks. The generations of his nervous 
moods had been at work there, and the place was the written his- 
tory of his whole middle life. Under the impression of what his 
friend had just said he knew himself, for some reason, more aware 
of these things; which made him, after a moment, stop again be- 
fore her. “Is it possibly that you’ve grown afraid?” 

“Afraid?” He thought, as she repeated the word, that his ques- 
tion had made her, a little, change colour; so that, lest he should 
have touched on a truth, he explained very kindly: ‘““You remem- 
ber that that was what you asked me long ago—that first day at 
Weatherend.” 

“Oh yes, and you told me you didn’t know—that I was to see 
for myself. We’ve said little about it ues even in so long a time.” 

“Precisely,” Marcher interposed—“quite as if it were too deli- 


4 

. 

* ‘ 
ae eee iy ; j oe 
DS Be ae 7 ™— o* f 'g Les 


Ney eer ct oe 
104 SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES % 
cate a matter for us to make free with. Quite as if we might find, — 
on pressure, that I am afraid. For then,” he said, ‘we shouldn’t, 
should we? quite know what to do.” 

She had for the time no answer to this question. “There have 
been days when I thought you were. Only, of course,” she added, 
“there have been days when we have thought almost anything.” 

“Everything. Oh!” Marcher softly groaned as with a gasp, 
half-spent, at the face, more uncovered just then than it had been 
for a long while, of the imagination always with them. It had al- 
ways had its incalculable moments of glaring out, quite as with the 
very eyes of the very Beast, and, used as he was to them, they 
could still draw from him the tribute of a sigh that rose from the 
depths of his being. All they had thought, first and last, rolled over 
him; the past seemed to have been reduced to mere barren specu- 
lation. This in fact was what the place had just struck him as so 
full of—the simplification of everything but the state of suspense. 
That remained only by seeming to hang in the void surrounding 
it. Even his original fear, if fear it had been, had lost itself in the 
desert. “I judge, however,” he continued, “that you see I’m not 
afraid now.” 

“What I see, as I make it out, is that you’ve achieved something 
almost unprecedented in the way of getting used to danger. Liv- 
ing with it so long and so closely you’ve lost your sense of it; you 
know it’s there, but you’re indifferent, and you cease even, as of 
old, to have to whistle in the dark. Considering what the danger 
is,” May Bartram wound up, “I’m bound to say I don’t think your 
attitude could well be surpassed.” 

John Marcher faintly smiled. “It’s heroic?” 

“Certainly—call it that.” 

It was what he would have liked indeed to call it. “I am then 
a man of courage?” 

“That’s what you were to show me.” 

He still, however, wondered. “But doesn’t the man of courage 
know what he’s afraid of—or not afraid of? I don’t know that, 
you see. I don’t focus it. I can’t name it. I only know I’m ex- 
posed.” 
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“Yes, but exposed—how shall I say?—so directly. So inti- 
mately. That’s surely enough.” 

“Enough to make you feel then—as what we may call the end 
and the upshot of our watch—that I’m not afraid?” 

“Yow re not afraid. But it isn’t,” she said, “the end of our watch. 
That is it isn’t the end of yours. You’ve everything still to see.” 

“Then why haven’t you?” he asked. He had had, all along, to- 
day, the sense of her keeping something back, and he still had it. 
As this was his first impression of that it quite made a date. The 
case was the more marked as she didn’t at first answer; which in 
turn made him go on. “You know something I don’t.” Then his 
voice, for that of a man of courage, trembled a little. “You know 
what’s to happen.” Her silence, with the face she showed, was al- 
most a confession—it made him sure. “You know, and you're 
afraid to tell me. It’s so bad that you’re afraid I’ll find out.” 

All this might be true, for she did look as if, unexpectedly to her, 
he had crossed some mystic line that she had secretly drawn round 
her. Yet she might, after all, not have worried; and the real climax 
was that he himself, at all events, needn’t. “You'll never find out.” 


Ill 


Ir was all to have made, none the less, as I have said, a date; 
which came out in the fact that again and again, even after long 
intervals, other things that passed between them wore in relation 
to this hour but the character of recalls and results. Its immediate 
effect had been indeed rather to lighten insistence—almost to pro- 
voke a reaction; as if their topic had dropped by its own weight 
and as if moreover, for that matter, Marcher had been visited by 
one of his occasional warnings against egotism. He had kept up, he 
felt, and very decently on the whole, his consciousness of the im- 
portance of not being selfish, and it was true that he had never 
sinned in that direction without promptly enough trying to press 
the scales the other way. He often repaired his fault, the season 
permitting, by inviting his friend to accompany him to the opera; 
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and it not infrequently thus happened that, to show he didn’t wide ‘ 
her to have but one sort of food for her mind, he was the cause of 
her appearing there with him a dozen nights in the month. It even 
happened that, seeing her home at such times, he occasionally 
went in with her to finish, as he called it, the evening, and, the bet- 
ter to make his point, sat down to the frugal but always careful 
little supper that awaited his pleasure. His point was made, he 
thought, by his not eternally insisting with her on himself; made 
for instance, at such hours, when it befell that, her piano at hand 
and each of them familiar with it, they went over passages of the 
opera together. It chanced to be on one of these occasions, how- 
ever, that he reminded her of her not having answered a certain 
question he had put to her during the talk that had taken place 
between them on her last birthday. “What is it that saves you?” 
—saved her, he meant, from that appearance of variation from 
the usual human type. If he had practically escaped remark, 
as she pretended, by doing, in the most important particular, 
what most men do—find the answer to life in patching up an alli- 
ance of a sort with a woman no better than himself—how had she 
escaped it, and how could the alliance, such as it was, since they 
must suppose it had been more or less noticed, have failed to make 
her rather positively talked about? 

“T never said,”’ May Bartram replied, “that it hadn’t made me 
a good deal talked about.” 

“Ah well then you’re not ‘saved.’ ” 

“Tt hasn’t been a question for me. If you’ve had your woman 
I’ve had,” she said, “my man.” 

“And you mean that makes you all right?” 

Oh it was always as if there were so much to say! “I don’t know 
why it shouldn’t make me—humanly, which is what we’re speak- 
ing of—as right as it makes you.” 

“T see,” Marcher returned. “ ‘Humanly,’ no doubt, as showing 
that you’re living for something. Not, that is, just for me and my 
secret.” 

May Bartram smiled. “I don’t pretend it exactly shows that 
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Tm not living for you. It’s my intimacy with you that’s -“ ques- 


tion.” 

He laughed as he saw what she meant. ‘Yes, but since, as you 
say, I’m only, so far as people make out, ordinary, you’re— 
aren’t your—no more than ordinary either. You help me to pass 
for a man like another. So if I am, as I understand you, you're not 
compromised. Is that it?” 

She had another of her waits, but she spoke clearly enough. 
“That’s it. It’s all that concerns me—to help you to pass for a man 
like another.” 

He was careful to acknowledge the remark handsomely. “How 
kind, how beautiful, you are to me! How shall I ever repay you?” 

She had her last grave pause, as if there might be a choice of 
ways. But she chose. “By going on as you are.” 

It was into this going on as he was that they relapsed, and 
really for so long a time that the day inevitably came for a further 
sounding of their depths. These depths, constantly bridged over 
by a structure firm enough in spite of its lightness and of its occa- 
sional oscillation in the somewhat vertiginous air, invited on occa- 
sion, in the interest of their nerves, a dropping of the plummet and 
a measurement of the abyss. A difference had been made more- 
over, once for all, by the fact that she had all the while not ap- 
peared to feel the need of rebutting his charge of an idea within 
her that she didn’t dare to express—a charge uttered just before 
one of the fullest of their later discussions ended. It had come up 
for him then that she “knew” something and that what she knew 
was bad—too bad to tell him. When he had spoken of it as visibly 
so bad that she was afraid he might find it out, her reply had left 


the matter too equivocal to be let alone and yet, for Marcher’s 


special sensibility, almost too formidable again to touch. He cir- 
cled about it at a distance that alternately narrowed and widened 
and that still wasn’t much affected by the consciousness in him 
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that there was nothing she could “know,” after all, any better than © 
he did. She had no source of*knowledge he hadn’t equally—except — 


of course that she might have finer nerves. That was what women 
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had where they were ‘interested: they made out things, where 
people were concerned, that the Henge often couldn’t have made 
out for themselves. Their nerves, their sensibility, their imagina- — 
tion, were conductors and revealers, and the beauty of May Bar- 
tram was in particular that she had given herself so to his case. 
He felt in these days what, oddly enough, he had never felt be- 
fore, the growth of a dread of losing her by some catastrophe— 
some catastrophe that yet wouldn’t at all be the catastrophe: 
partly because she had almost of a sudden begun to strike him as 
more useful to him than ever yet, and partly by reason of an ap- 
pearance of uncertainty in her health, coincident and equally new. 
It was characteristic of the inner detachment he had hitherto so 
successfully cultivated and to which our whole account of him is a 
reference, it was characteristic that his complications, such as they 
were, had never yet seemed so as at this crisis to thicken about 
him, even to the point of making him ask himself if he were, by 
any chance, of a truth, within sight or sound, within touch or 
reach, within the immediate jurisdiction, of the thing that waited. 
When the day came, as come it had to, that his friend confessed 
to him her fear of a deep disorder in her blood, he felt somehow the 
shadow of a change and the chill of a shock. He immediately began 
to imagine aggravations and disasters, and above all to think of 
her peril as the direct menace for himself of personal privation. 
This indeed gave him one of those partial recoveries of equanimity 
that were agreeable to him—it showed him that what was still first 
in his mind was the loss she herself might suffer. “What if she 
should have to die before knowing, before seeing—?” It would 
have been brutal, in the early stages of her trouble, to put that. 
question to her; but it had immediately sounded for ‘him to his 
own concern, and the possibility was what most made him sorry 
for her. If she did “know,” moreover, in the sense of her having 
had some—what should he think?—mystical irresistible light, 
this would make the matter not better, but worse, inasmuch as 
her original adoption of his own curiosity had quite become the 
basis of her life. She had been living to see what would be to be 
seen, and it would quite lacerate her to have to give up before the 
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accomplishment of the vision. These reflexions, as I say, quickened 
his generosity; yet, make them as he might, he saw himself, with 
the lapse of the period, more and more disconcerted. It lapsed 
for him with a strange steady sweep, and the oddest oddity was 
that it gave him, independently of the threat of much inconven- 
ience, almost the only positive surprise his career, if career it 
could be called, had yet offered him. She kept the house as she had 
never done; he had to go to her to see her—she could meet him 
nowhere now, though there was scarce a corner of their loved old 
London in which she hadn’t in the past, at one time or another, 
done so; and he found her always seated by her fire in the deep 
old-fashioned chair she was less and less able to leave. He had 
been struck one day, after an absence exceeding his usual meas- 
ure, with her suddenly looking much older to him than he had 
ever thought of her being; then he recognised that the suddenness 
was all on his side—he had just simply and suddenly noticed. 
She looked older because inevitably, after so many years, she was 
old, or almost; which was of course true in still greater measure of 
her companion. If she was old, or almost, John Marcher assuredly 
was, and yet it was her showing of the lesson, not his own, that 
brought the truth home to him. His surprises began here; when 
once they had begun they multiplied; they came rather with a 
rush: it was as if, in the oddest way in the world, they had all 
been kept back, sown in a thick cluster, for the late afternoon of 
life, the time at which for people in general the unexpected has 
_ died out. 

One of them was that he should have caught himself—for he 
had so done—really wondering if the great accident would take 
form now as nothing more than his being condemned to see this 
charming woman, this admirable friend, pass away from him. He 
had never so unreservedly qualified her as while confronted in 
thought with such a possibility; in spite of which there was small 

- doubt for him that as an answer to his long riddle the mere efface- 
‘ment of even so fine a feature of his situation would be an abject 
anti-climax. It would represent, as connected with his past atti- 
tude, a drop of dignity under the shadow of which his existence 
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beald only A the most grotestue = failutes, He had Beer fa 
from holding it a failure—long as he had waited for the appear- 


_ance that was to make it a success. He had waited for quite an- 
other thing, not for such a thing as that. The breath of his good 


faith came short, however, as he recognised how long he had 
waited, or how long at least his companion had. That she, at all 
events, might be recorded as having waited in vain—this affected 
him sharply, and all the more because of his at first having done 
little more than amuse himself with the idea. It grew more grave 
as the gravity of her condition grew, and the state of mind it pro- 
duced in him, which he himself ended by watching as if it had 
been some definite disfigurement of his outer person, may pass for 
another of his surprises. This conjoined itself still with another, 
the really stupefying consciousness of a question that he would 
have allowed to shape itself had he dared. What did everything 
mean—what, that is, did ske mean, she and her vain waiting and 
her probable death and the soundless admonition of it all—unless 
that, at this time of day, it was simply, it was overwhelmingly 
too late? He had never at any stage of his queer consciousness ad- 
mitted the whisper of such a correction; he had never till within 
these last few months been so false to his conviction as not to hold 
that what was to come to him had time, whether de struck him- 
self as having it or not. That at last, at last, he certainly hadn’t it, 
to speak of, or had it but in the scantiest measure—such, soon 
enough, as things went with him, became the inference with which 
his old obsession had to reckon: and this it was not helped to do 
by the more and more confirmed appearance that the great vague- 
ness casting the long shadow in which he had lived had, to attest . 
itself, almost no margin left. Since it was in Time that he was to 
have met his fate, so it was in Time that his fate was to have 
acted; and as he waked up to the sense of no longer being young, 
which was exactly the sense of being stale, just as that, in turn, 
was the sense of being weak, he waked‘up to another matter be- 
side. It all hung together; they were subject, he and the great 
vagueness, to an equal and indivisible law. When the possibilities — 
themselves had accordingly turned stale, when the secret of the 
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gods had grown faint, had perhaps even quite evaporated, that, 
and that only, was failure. It wouldn’t have been failure to be 
bankrupt, dishonoured, pilloried, hanged; it was failure not to be 
anything. And so, in the dark valley into which his path had taken 
its unlooked-for twist, he wondered not a little as he groped. He 
didn’t care what awful crash might overtake him, with what ig- 
nominy or what monstrosity he might yet be associated—since 
he wasn’t after all too utterly old to suffer—if it would only be 
decently proportionate to the posture he had kept, all his life, in 
the threatened presence of it. He had but one desire left—that 
he shouldn’t have been “sold.” 


IV 


THEN it was that, one afternoon, while the spring of the year was 
young and new she met all in her own way his frankest betrayal of 
these alarms. He had gone in late to see her, but evening hadn’t 
settled and she was presented to him in that long fresh light of 
waning April days which affects us often with a sadness sharper 
than the greyest hours of autumn. The week had been warm, the 
spring was supposed to have begun early, and May Bartram sat, 
for the first time in the year, without a fire; a fact that, to March- 
er’s sense, gave the scene of which she formed part a smooth and 
ultimate look, an air of knowing, in its immaculate order and cold 
meaningless cheer, that it would never see a fire again. Her own 
aspect—he could scarce have said why— intensified this note. Al- 
most as white as wax, with the marks and signs in her face as nu- 


merous and as fine as if they had been etched by a needle, with soft — 


white draperies relieved by a faded green scarf on the delicate 
tone of which the years had further refined, she was the picture 
of a serene and exquisite but impenetrable sphinx, whose head, or 
indeed all whose person, might have been powdered with silver. 
She was a sphinx, yet with her white petals and green fronds she 
might have been a lily too—only an artificial lily, wonderfully 
imitated and constantly kept, without dust or stain, though not 
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exempt from a slight droop and a complexity of faint creases, under 
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some clear glass bell. The perfection of household care, of high — 


polish and finish, always reigned in her rooms, but they now 
looked most as if everything had been wound up, tucked in, put 
away, so that she might sit with folded hands and with nothing 
more to do. She was “‘out of it,” to Marcher’s vision; her work was 
over; she communicated with him as across some gulf or from some 
island of rest that she had already reached, and it made him feel 
strangely abandoned. Was it—or rather wasn’t it—that if for so 
long she had been watching with him the answer to their question 
must have swum into her ken and taken on its name, so that her 
occupation was verily gone? He had as much as charged her with 
this in saying to her, many months before, that she even then 
knew something she was keeping from him. It was a point he had 
never since ventured to press, vaguely fearing as he did that it 
might become a difference, perhaps a disagreement, between 
them. He had in this later time turned nervous, which was what he 
in all the other years had never been; and the oddity was that his 
nervousness should have waited till he had begun to doubt, should 
have held off so long as he was sure. There was something, it 
seemed to him, that the wrong word would bring down on his 
head, something that would so at least ease off his tension. But he 
wanted not to speak the wrong word; that would make everything 
ugly. He wanted the knowledge he lacked to drop on him, if drop 
it could, by its own august weight. If she was to forsake him it was 
surely for her to take leave. This was why he didn’t directly ask 
her again what she knew; but it was also why, approaching the 
matter from another side, he said to her in the course of his visit: 
“What do you regard as the very worst that at this time of day 
can happen to me?” 

He had asked her that in the past often enough; they had, with 
the odd irregular rhythm of their intensities and avoidances, ex- 
changed ideas about it and then had seen the ideas washed away 
by cool intervals, washed like figures traced in sea-sand. It had 
ever been the mark of their talk that the oldest allusions in it re- 
quired but a little dismissal and reaction to come out again, sound- 


‘ 





ing for the hour as new. She could thus at present meet his enquiry 
quite freshly and patiently. “Oh yes, I’ve repeatedly thought, only 
it always seemed to me of old that I couldn’t quite make up my 
mind. I thought of dreadful things, between which it was difficult 
to choose; and so must you have done.” 

“Rather! I feel now as if I had scarce done anything else. I ap- 
pear to myself to have spent my life in thinking of nothing but 
dreadful things. A great many of them I’ve at different times 
named to you, but there were others I couldn’t name.” 

“They were too, too dreadful?” 

“Too, too dreadful—some of them.” 

She looked at him a minute, and there came to him as he met it 
an inconsequent sense that her eyes, when one got their full clear- 
ness, were still as beautiful as they had been in youth, only beauti- 
ful with a strange cold light—a light that somehow was a part of 
the effect, if it wasn’t rather a part of the cause, of the pale hard 
sweetness of the season and the hour. “And yet,” she said at last, 
“there are horrors we’ve mentioned.” 

It deepened the strangeness to see her, as such a figure in such 
-a picture, talk of “horrors,” but she was to do in a few minutes 
something stranger yet—though even of this he was to take the 
full measure but afterwards—and the note of it already trembled. 
It was, for the matter of that, one of the signs that her eyes were 
having again the high flicker of their prime. He had to admit, 
however, what she said. “‘Oh yes, there were times when we did go 
far.’ He caught himself in the act of speaking as if it all were 
over. Well, he wished it were; and the consummation depended 
for him clearly more and more on his friend. 

But she had now a soft smile. “Oh far—!” 

It was oddly ironic. “Do you mean you’re prepared to go fur- 
ther?” 

She was frail and ancient and charming as she continued to look 
at him, yet it was rather as if she had lost the thread. “Do you con- 
sider that we went far?” 

“Why I thought it the point you were just making—that we 
had looked most things in the face.” 
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: “Including each other?” She still smiled. “But you’re quite A 
right. We’ve had together great imaginations, often great fears; 
but some of them have been unspoken.” 

_ “Then the worst—we haven’t faced that. I could face it, I be- 
lieve, if I knew what you think it. I feel,” he explained, “as if I 
had lost my power to conceive such things.” And he wondered if he 
looked as blank as he sounded. “It’s spent.” 

“Then why do you assume,” she asked, “that mine isn’t?” 

“Because you’ve given me signs to the contrary. It isn’t a ques- 
tion for you of conceiving, imagining, comparing. It isn’t a ques- 
tion now of choosing.” At last he came out with it. “You know 
something I don’t. You’ve shown me that before.” 

These last words had affected her, he made out in a moment, 
exceedingly, and she spoke with firmness. “I’ve shown you, my 
dear, nothing.” 

He shook his head. “‘You can’t hide it.”’ 

“Oh, oh!”? May Bartram sounded over what she couldn’t hide. 
It was almost a smothered groan. 

“You admitted it months ago, when I spoke of it to you as of 
something you were afraid I should find out. Your answer was that 
I couldn’t, that I wouldn’t, and I don’t pretend I have. But you 
had something therefore in mind, and I now see how it must have 
been, how it still is, the possibility that, of all possibilities, has 
settled itself for you as the worst. This,” he went on, “is why I ap- 
peal to you. I’m only afraid of ignorance to-day—I’m not afraid 
of knowledge.” And then as for a while she said nothing: ‘““What 
makes me sure is that I see in your face and feel here, in this air 
and amid these appearances, that you’re out of it. You’ve done. 
You’ve had your experience. You leave me to my fate.” 

Well, she listened, motionless and white in her chair, as on a 
decision to be made, so that her manner was fairly an avowal, 
though still, with a small fine inner stiffness, an imperfect sur- 
render. “It would be the worst,” she finally let herself say. “I mean 
the thing I’ve never said.” 

It hushed him a moment. “More monstrous than all the mon- 

\ strosities we’ve named?” 











“More monstrous. Isn’t that what you sufficiently express,” — 
she asked, “in calling it the worst?” 

Marcher thought. “Assuredly—if you mean, as I do, something 
that includes all the loss and all the shame that are thinkable.” 

“Tt would if it should happen,” said May Bartram. ‘What we’re 
speaking of, remember, is only my idea.” 

“Tt’s your belief,” Marcher returned. “That’s enough for me. 
I feel your beliefs are right. Therefore if, having this one, you give 
me no more light on it, you abandon me.” 

“No, no!” she repeated. “I’m with you—don’t you see?—still.”’ 
And as to make it more vivid to him she rose from her chair—a 
movement she seldom risked in these days—and showed herself, 
all draped and all soft, in her fairness and slimness. “T haven’t for- 
saken you.” 

It was really, in its effort against weakness, a generous assur- 
ance, and had the success of the impulse not, happily, been great, 
it would have touched him to pain more than to pleasure. But the 
cold charm in her eyes had spread, as she hovered before him, to all 
the rest of her person, so that it was for the minute almost a re- 
covery of youth. He couldn’t pity her for that; he could only take 
her as she showed—as capable even yet of helping him. It was as 
if, at the same time, her light might at any instant go out; where- — 
fore he must make the most of it. There passed before him with 
intensity the three or four things he wanted most to know; but the 
- question that came of itself to his lips really covered the others. 
“Then tell me if I shall consciously suffer.” 

She promptly shook her head. “Never!” 

It confirmed the authority he imputed to her, and it produced 
on him an extraordinary effect. “Well, what’s better than that? 
Do you call that the worst?” 

“You think nothing is better?” she asked. 

She seemed to mean something so special that he again sharply 
wondered, though still with the dawn of a prospect of relief. “Why 
not, if one doesn’t know?” After which, as their eyes, over his ques- 
tion, met in a silence, the dawn deepened and something to his 
purpose came prodigiously out of her very face. His own, as he 








a . ws . Te. ae | ee \ Bone bah Ve AO: eS 
: Vat me" (= 5 aaah Pek toner as Moy WY ay sy Ny 


7 ; ’ f Dae rhae Oe aie ita ERT cate 3 2 


306-05 SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES = 





took it in, suddenly flushed to the forehead, and he gasped with 


the force of a perception to which, on the instant, everything fitted. 
The sound of his gasp filled the air; then he became articulate. 
“T see—if I don’t suffer!” 

In her own look, however, was doubt. “You see what?” 

“Why what you mean—what you’ve always meant.” 

She again shook her head. “What I mean isn’t what I’ve always 
meant. It’s different.” 

“Tt’s something new?” 

She hung back from it a little. “Something new. It’s not what 
you think. I see what you think.” 

His divination drew breath then; only her pone on might be 
wrong. “It isn’t that I ama blonkhend he asked between faint- 
ness and grimness. “It isn’t that it’s all a mistake?” 

“A mistake?” she pityingly echoed. That possibility, for her, he 
saw, would be monstrous; and if she guaranteed him the immunity 
from pain it would accordingly not be what she had in mind. “Oh 

” she declared; “it’s nothing of that sort. You’ve been right.” 

Yet he couldn’t help asking himself if she weren’t, thus pressed, 
speaking but to save him. It seemed to him he should be most in a 
hole if his history should prove all a platitude. “Are you telling me 
the truth, so that I shan’t have been a bigger idiot than I can bear 
to know? I daven’t lived with a vain imagination, in the most be- 
sotted illusion? I haven’t waited but to see the door shut in my 
face?” 

She shook her head again. ““However the case stands that isn’t 
the truth. Whatever the reality, it is a reality. The door isn’t shut. 
The door’s open,” said May Bartram. 

“Then something’s to come?” 

She waited once again, always with her cold sweet eyes on him. 
“Tt’s never too late.” She had, with her gliding step, diminished the 
distance between them, and she stood nearer to him, close to him, 
a minute, as if still charged with the unspoken. Her movement 
might have been for some finer emphasis of what she was at once 
hesitating and deciding to say. He had been standing by the 
chimney-piece, fireless and sparely adorned, a small perfect old 
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: French clock and two morsels of rosy Dresden constituting all its 
furniture; and her hand grasped the shelf while she kept him wait- 
ing, grasped it a little as for support and encouragement. She only 
kept him waiting, however; that is he only waited. It had become 
suddenly, from her movement and attitude, beautiful and vivid 
to him that she had something more to give him; her wasted face 
delicately shone with it—it glittered almost as with the white lus- 
tre of silver in her expression. She was right, incontestably, for 
what he saw in her face was the truth, and strangely, without con- 
sequence, while their talk of it as dreadful was still in the air, she 
appeared to present it as inordinately soft. This, prompting be- 
wilderment, made him but gape the more gratefully for her revela- 
tion, so that they continued for some minutes silent, her face shin- 
ing at him, her contact imponderably pressing, and his stare all 
kind but all expectant. The end, none the less, was that what he 
had expected failed to come to him. Something else took place in- 
stead, which seemed to consist at first in the mere closing of her 
eyes. She gave way at the same instant to a slow fine shudder, and 
though he remained staring—though he stared in fact but the 
harder—turned off and regained her chair. It was the end of what 
she had been intending, but it left him thinking only of that. 

“Well, you don’t say—?” 

She had touched in her passage a bell near the chimney and had 
sunk back strangely pale. “I’m afraid I’m too ill.” 

“T90 ill to tell me?” It sprang up sharp to him, and almost to his 
lips, the fear she might die without giving him light. He checked 
himself in time from so expressing his question, but she answered 
as if she had heard the words. 

“Don’t you know—now?” 

“ ‘Now’—?” She had spoken as if some difference had been 

- made within the moment. But her maid, quickly obedient to her 
bell, was already with them. “I know nothing.” And he was after- 
wards to say to himself that he must have spoken with odious im- 
patience, such an impatience as to show that, supremely discon- 
certed, he washed his hands of the whole question. 

“Oh!” said May Bartram. 









“Are you in pain?” he asked as the woman went 6 her. 
_ “No,” said May Bartram. . 

Her maid, who had put an arm round her as if to take her to 
her room, fixed on him eyes that appealingly contradicted her; in 
spite of which, however, he showed once more his mystification. 
“What then has happened?” 

She was once more, with her companion’s help, on her feet, and, 
feeling withdrawal imposed on him, he had blankly found his hat 


_and gloves and had reached the door. Yet he waited for her ans- 


er. “What was to,” she said. 


V 


HE cAME back the next day, but she was then unable to see him, 
and as it was literally the first time this had occurred in the long 
stretch of their acquaintance he turned away, defeated and sore, 
almost angry—or feeling at least that such a break in their custom 
was really the beginning of the end—and wandered alone with his 
thoughts, especially with the one he was least able to keep down. 
She was dying and he would lose her; she was dying and his life 
would end. He stopped in the Park, into which he had passed, and 
stared before him at his recurrent doubt. Away from her the doubt 
pressed again; in her presence he had believed her, but as he felt 
his forlornness he threw himself into the explanation that, nearest 
at hand, had most of a miserable warmth for him and least of a 
cold torment. She had deceived him to save him—to put him off 
with something in which he should be able to rest. What could the 
thing that was to happen to him be, after all, but just this thing 
that had begun to happen? Her dying, her death, his consequent 
solitude—that was what he had figured as the Beast in the Jungle, © 
that was what had been in the lap of the gods. He had had her 

word for it as he left her—what else on earth could she have 
meant? It wasn’t a thing of a monstrous order; not a fate rare and 
distinguished; not a stroke of fortune that overwhelmed and im- 


_mortalised; it had only the stamp of the common doom. But poor _ 
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"Marcher at this hour judged the commom doom sufficient. It would 
serve his turn, and even as the consummation of infinite waiting 
he would bend his pride to accept it. He sat down on a bench in 
the twilight. He hadn’t been a fool. Something had been, as she 
had said, to come. Before he rose indeed it had quite struck him 
that the final fact really matched with the long avenue through 
which he had had to reach it. As sharing his suspense and as giv- 
ing herself all, giving her life, to bring it to an end, she had come 
with him every step of the way. He had lived by her aid, and to. 
leave her behind would be cruelly, damnably to miss her. What 
could be more overwhelming than that? 

Well, he was to know within the week, for though she kept him 
a while at bay, left him restless and wretched during a series of 
days on each of which he asked about her only again to have to 
turn away, she ended his trial by receiving him where she had al- 
ways received him. Yet she had been brought out at some hazard 


into the presence of so many of the things that were, consciously, | 


vainly, half their past, and there was scant service left in the gen- 
tleness of her mere desire, all too visible, to check his obsession 
and wind up his long trouble. That was clearly what she wanted, 
the one thing more for her own peace while she could still put out 
her hand. He was so affected by her state that, once seated by her 
chair, he was moved to let everything go; it was she herself there- 
fore who brought him back, took up again, before she dismissed 
him, her last word of the other time. She showed how she wished 
to leave their business in order. ‘I’m not sure you understood. 
You’ve nothing to wait for more. It has come.” 

Oh how he looked at her! “Really?” 

“Really.” 

“The thing that, as you said, was to?” 

“The thing that we began in our youth to watch for.” 

Face to face with her once more he believed her; it was a claim 
to which he had so abjectly little to oppose. ‘““You mean that it has 
come as a positive definite occurrence, with a name and a date?” 

“Positive. Definite. I don’t know about the ‘name,’ but oh with 
Pa date!” 


ats 


i ; TVS 4: po 
Re, et ee yt Ue ee 





eR ie 6 ee ren ee 
210. +. — - SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES . 
He found himself again too helplessly at sea. ‘“But come in the 

- night—come and passed me by?” 

May Bartram had her strange faint smile. “Oh no, it hasn’t 
passed you by!” 

“But if I haven’t been aware of it and it hasn’t touched me—?” 

“Ah your not being aware of it”—and she seemed to hesitate an 
instant to deal with this—“your not being aware of it is the 
strangeness im the strangeness. It’s the wonder of the wonder.” 
She spoke as with the softness almost of a sick child, yet now at 
last, at the end of all, with the perfect straightness of a sibyl. She 
visibly knew that she knew, and the effect on him was of something 
co-ordinate, in its high character, with the law that had ruled him. 
It was the true voice of the law; so on her lips would the law it- 
self have sounded. “It as touched you,” she went on. “It has done 
its office. It has made you all its own.” 

“So utterly without my knowing it?” 

“So utterly without your knowing it.” His hand, as he leaned 
to her, was on the arm of her chair, and, dimly smiling always now, 
she placed her own on it. “It’s enough if J know it.” 

“Oh!” he confusedly breathed, as she herself of late so often had 
done. 

“What I long ago said is true. You'll never know now, and I 
think you ought to be content. You’ve dad it,” said May Bartram. 

“But had what?” 

“Why what was to have marked you out. The proof of your 
law. It has acted. I’m too glad,” she then bravely added, “to have 
been able to see what it’s not.” 
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He continued to attach his eyes to her, and with the sense that . 


it was all beyond him, and that she was too, he would still have 
sharply challenged her hadn’t he so felt it an abuse of her weak- 
ness to do more than take devoutly what she gave him, take it 
hushed as to a revelation. If he did speak, it was out of the fore- 
knowledge of his loneliness to come. “If you’re glad of what it’s 
‘not’ it might then have been worse?” 


She turned her eyes away, she looked straight before her; with | 


which after a moment: “Well, you know our fears.” 
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He wondered. “It’s something then we never feared?” 
On this slowly she turned to him. “Did we ever dream, with all 
our dreams, that we should sit and talk of it thus?” 

He tried for a little to make out that they had; but it was as if 
their dreams, numberless enough, were in solution in some thick 
cold mist through which thought lost itself. “It might have been 
that we couldn’t talk?” 

“Well”—she did her best for him—“not from this side. This, you 
see,” she said, “is the other side.” 

“J think,” poor Marcher returned, “that all sides are the same 
to me.” Then, however, as she gently shook her head in correc- 
tion: “We mightn’t, as it were, have got across—?” 

“To where we are—no. We’re here”—she made her weak em- 
phasis. 

“And much good does it do us!” was her friend’s frank comment. 

“Tt does us the good it can. It does us the good that it isn’t here. 
It’s past. It’s behind,” said May Bartram. “Before—” but her 
voice dropped. 

He had got up, not to tire her, but it was hard to combat his 
yearning. She after all told him nothing but that his light had 
failed —which he knew well enough without her. “Before—?” he 
blankly echoed. 

“Before, you see, it was always to come. That kept it present.” 

“Oh I don’t care what comes now! Besides,” Marcher added, 
“Gt seems to me I liked it better present, as you say, than I can 
like it absent with your absence.” 

“Oh mine!”—and her pale hands made light of it. 

“With the absence of everything.” He had a dreadful sense of 
standing there before her for—so far as anything but this proved, 
this bottomless drop was concerned—the last time of their life. 
It rested on him with a weight he felt he could scarce bear, and 
this weight it apparently was that still pressed out what remained 
in him of speakable protest. “I believe you; but I can’t begin to 
pretend I understand. V othing, for me, is past; nothing wll pass 
till I pass myself, which I pray my stars may be as soon as possi- 
ble. Say, however,” he added, “that I’ve eaten my cake, as you 
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. contend, to the ine ei shove can An nus: Te never felt 
all be the thing I was marked out to feel?” 


She met him perhaps less directly, but she met him iinperturbedia 
“You take your ‘feelings’ for granted. You were to suffer your fate. 
That was not necessarily to know it.” 

“How in the world—when what is such knowledge but suffer- 
ing?” 

She looked up at him a while in silence. ““No—you don’t under- 
stand.” 

“T suffer,’”’ said John Marcher. 

“Don’t, don’t!” 

“How can I help at least that?” 

“Don’t!” May Bartram repeated. 

She spoke it in a tone so special, in spite of her weakness, that 
he stared an instant—stared as if some light, hitherto hidden, had 
shimmered across his vision. Darkness again closed over it, but 
the gleam had already become for him an idea. “Because I haven’t 
the right—?” 

“Don’t know—when you needn’t,” she mercifully urged. “You 
needn’t—for we shouldn’t.” 

“Shouldn’t?” If he could but know what she meant! 

“No—it’s too much.” 

“Too much?” he still asked but, with a mystification that was 
the next moment of a sudden to give way. Her words, if they meant 
something, affected him in this light—the light also of her wasted 
face—as meaning all, and the sense of what knowledge had been 
for herself came over him with a rush which broke through into a 
question. “Is it of that then you’re dying?” 

She but watched him, gravely at first, as to see, with this, where 
he was, and she might have seen something or feared something 
that moved her sympathy. “I would live for you still—if I could.” 
Her eyes closed for a little, as if, withdrawn into herself, she were 
for a last time trying. “But I can’t!” she said as she raised them 


_again to take leave of him. 


She couldn’t indeed, as but too promptly and Leth appeared, 
and he had no vision of her after this that was anything but dark- 
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ness and doom. They had parted for ever in that strange talk; ac- 
‘cess to her chamber of pain, rigidly guarded, was almost wholly . eae 
forbidden him; he was feeling now moreover, in the face of doc- 
tors, nurses, the two or three relatives attracted doubtless by the | 
presumption of what she had to “leave,” how few were the rights, 
as they were called in such cases, that he had to put forward, and 
how odd it might even seem that their intimacy shouldn’t have 
given him more of them. The stupidest fourth cousin had more, 4 
even though she had been nothing in such a person’s life. She 
had been a feature of features in Ais, for what else was it to have 
been so indispensable? Strange beyond saying were the ways of 
existence, baffling for him the anomaly of his lack, as he felt it to 
be, of producible claim. A woman might have been, as it were, 
everything to him, and it might yet present him in no connexion 
that any one seemed held to recognise. If this was the case in these 
closing weeks it was the case more sharply on the occasion of the 
last offices rendered, in the great grey London cemetery, to what 
had been mortal, to what had been precious, in his friend. The 
concourse at her grave was not numerous, but he saw himself 
treated as scarce more nearly concerned with it than if there had 
been a thousand others. He was in short from this moment face to 
face with the fact that he was to profit extraordinarily little by 
the interest May Bartram had taken in him. He couldn’t quite 
have said what he expected, but he hadn’t surely expected this ap- 
proach to a double privation. Not only had her interest failed him, 
but he seemed to feel himself unattended—and for a reason he - 
couldn’t seize—by the distinction, the dignity, the propriety, if 
nothing else, of the man markedly bereaved. It was as if in the view 
of society he had not been markedly bereaved, as if there still 
failed some sign or proof of it, and as if none the less his character 
could never be affirmed nor the deficiency ever made up. There 
were moments as the weeks went by when he would have liked, _- 34 
by some almost aggressive act, to take his stand on the intimacy ; 
of his loss, in order that it might be questioned and his retort, to 
the relief of his spirit, so recorded; but the moments of an irri- 
tation more helpless followed fast on these, the moments during 
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which, turning things over with a good conscience but with a 
bare horizon, he found himself wondering if he oughn’t to have 
begun, so to speak, further back. 

He found himself wondering indeed at many things, and this 
last speculation had others to keep it company. What could he 
have done, after all, in her lifetime, without giving them both, 
as it were, away? He couldn’t have made known she was watching 
him, for that would have published the superstition of the Beast. 
This was what closed his mouth now—now that the Jungle had 
been threshed to vacancy and that the Beast had stolen away. It 
sounded too foolish and too flat; the difference for him in this par- 
ticular, the extinction in his life of the element of suspense, was 
such as in fact to surprise him. He could scarce have said what 
the effect resembled; the abrupt cessation, the positive prohibi- 
tion, of music perhaps, more than anything else, in some place all 
adjusted and all accustomed to sonority and to attention. If he 
could at any rate have conceived lifting the veil from his image at 
some moment of the past (what had he done, after all, if not lift it 
to her?) so to do this to-day, to talk to people at large of the Jungle 
cleared and confide to them that he now felt it as safe, would have 
been not only to see them listen as to a goodwife’s tale, but really 
to hear himself tell one. What it presently came to in truth was 
that poor Marcher waded through his beaten grass, where no life 
stirred, where no breath sounded, where no evil eye seemed to 
gleam from a possible lair, very much as if vaguely looking 
for the Beast, and still more as if acutely missing it. He walked 
about in an existence that had grown strangely more spacious, 


and, stopping fitfully in places where the undergrowth of life » 


struck him as closer, asked himself yearningly, wondered se- 
cretly and sorely, if it would have lurked here or there. It would 
have at all events sprung; what was at least complete was his be- 
lief in the truth itself of the assurance given him. The change from 
his old sense to his new was absolute and final: what was to hap- 
pen kad so absolutely and finally happened that he was as little 


able to know a fear for his future as to know a hope; so absent in | 


short was any question of anything still to come. He was to live 
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entirely with the other question, that of his unidentified past, 
that of his having to see his fortune impenetrably muffled and 
masked. 

The torment of this vision became then his occupation; he 
couldn’t perhaps have consented to live but for the possibility 
of guessing. She had told him, his friend, not to guess; she had 
forbidden him, so far as he might, to know, and she had even in a 
sort denied the power in him to learn: which were so many things, 
precisely, to deprive him of rest. It wasn’t that he wanted, he ar- 
gued for fairness, that anything past and done should repeat itself; 
it was only that he shouldn’t, as an anticlimax, have been taken 
sleeping so sound as not to be able to win back by an effort of 
thought the lost stuff of consciousness. He declared to himself at 
moments that he would either win it back or have done with con- 
sciousness for ever; he made this idea his one motive in fine, made 
it so much his passion that none other, to compare with it, seemed 
ever to have touched him. The lost stuff of consciousness became 
thus for him as a strayed or stolen child to an unappeasable fa- 
ther; he hunted it up and down very much as if he were knocking 
at doors and enquiring of the police. This was the spirit in which, 
inevitably, he set himself to travel; he started on a journey that 
was to be as long as he could make it; it danced before him that, 
as the other side of the globe couldn’t possibly have less to say to 
him, it might, by a possibility of suggestion, have more. Before he 
quitted London, however, he made a pilgrimage to May Bartram’s 
grave, took his way to it through the endless avenues of the grim 
suburban metropolis, sought it out in the wilderness of tombs, and, 
though he had come but for the renewal of the act of farewell, found 
himself, when he had at last stood by it, beguiled into long intensi- 
ties. He stood for an hour, powerless to turn away and yet powerless 
to penetrate the darkness of death; fixing with his eyes her in- 
scribed name and date, beating his forehead against the fact of the 
secret they kept, drawing his breath, while he waited, as if some 
sense would in pity of him rise from the stones. He kneeled on the 
stones, however, in vain; they kept what they concealed; and if 
_ the face of the tomb did become a face for him it was because her 








two names became a pair of eyes that didn’t know him. fae gave | 
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them a last long look, but no palest light broke. 


VI 


HE stayed away, after this, for a year; he visited the depths of 
Asia, spending himself on scenes of romantic interest, of super- 
lative sanctity; but what was present to him everywhere was that 
for a man who had known what de had known the world was vul- 
gar and vain. The state of mind in which he had lived for so many 
years shone out to him, in reflexion, as a light that coloured and 
refined, a light beside which the glow of the East was garish 
cheap and thin. The terrible truth was that he had lost—with 
everything else—a distinction as well; the things he saw couldn’t 
help being common when he had become common to look at them. 
He was simply now one of them himself—he was in the dust, with- 
out a peg for the sense of difference; and there were hours when, 
before the temples of gods and the sepulchres of kings, his spirit 
turned for nobleness of association to the barely discriminated 
slab in the London suburb. That had become for him, and more 
intensely with time and distance, his one witness of a past glory. 
It was all that was left to him for proof or pride, yet the 
past glories of Pharaohs were nothing to him as he thought of it. 
Small wonder then that he came back to it on the morrow of his 
return. He was drawn there this time as irresistibly as the other, 
yet with a confidence, almost, that was doubtless the effect of the 
many months that had elapsed. He had lived, in spite of himself, | 
into his change of feeling, and in wandering over the earth had 
wandered, as might be said, from the circumference to the centre 
of his desert. He had settled to his safety and accepted perforce 
his extinction; figuring to himself, with some colour, in the like- 
ness of certain little old men he remembered to have seen, of 
whom, all meagre and wizened as they might look, it was related 


that they had in their time fought twenty duels or been loved by 


ten princesses. They indeed had been wondrous for others while 
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1e was but wondrous for himself; which, however, was exactly ; 
the cause of his haste to renew the wonder by getting back, as he . 
‘might put it, into his own presence. That had quickened his steps 
and checked his delay. If his visit was prompt it was because he 
had been separated so long from the part of himself that alone he 
now valued. 

It’s accordingly not false to say that he reached his goal with 
a certain elation and stood there again with a certain assurance. 
The creature beneath the sod knew of his rare experience, so that, 
strangely now, the place had lost for him its mere blankness of ex- 
pression. It met him in mildness—not, as before, in mockery; it 
wore for him the air of conscious greeting that we find, after ab- 
sence, in things that have closely belonged to us and which seem 
to confess of themselves to the connexion. The plot of ground, 
the graven tablet, the tended flowers affected him so as belonging 
to him that he resembled for the hour a contented landlord re- 
viewing a piece of property. Whatever had happened—well, had 
happened. He had not come back this time with the vanity of that 
question, his former worrying “what, what?” now practically so 
‘spent. Yet he would none the less never again so cut himself off 
from the spot; he would come back to it every month, for if he did 
nothing else by its aid he at least held up his head. It thus grew 
for him, in the oddest way, a positive resource; he carried out his 
idea of periodical returns, which took their place at last among . 
the most inveterate of his habits. What it all amounted to, oddly 
enough, was that in his finally so simplified world this garden of 
death gave him the few square feet of earth on which he could still 
most live. It was as if, being nothing anywhere else for any one, ; 
nothing even for himself, he were just everything here, and if 5 
not for a crowd of witnesses or indeed for any witness but John 
Marcher, then by clear right of the register that he could scan 
like an open page. The open page was the tomb of his friend, 
and there were the facts of the past, there the truth of his life, 
there the backward reaches in which he could lose himself. He 
did this from time to time with such effect that he seemed to wan- 
er through the old years with his hand in the arm of a companion 
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who was, in the most extraordinary manner, his other, his younger _ 
self; and to wander, which was more extraordinary yet, round and 
round a third presence—not wandering she, but stationary, still, 
whose eyes, turning with his revolution, never ceased to follow 
him, and whose seat was his point, so to speak, of orientation. 
Thus in short he settled to live—feeding all on the sense that he 
once kad lived, and dependent on it not alone for a support but for 
an identity. 

It sufficed him in its way for months and the year elapsed; it 
would doubtless even have carried him further but for an acci- 
dent, superficially slight, which moved him, quite in another di- 
rection, with a force beyond any of his impressions of Egypt or 
of India. It was a thing of the merest chance—the turn, as he 
afterwards felt, of a hair, though he was indeed to live to believe 
that if light hadn’t come to him in this particular fashion it would 
still have come in another. He was to live to believe this, I say, 
though he was not to live, I may not less definitely mention, to do 
much else. We allow him at any rate the benefit of the conviction, 
struggling up for him at the end, that, whatever might have hap- 
pened or not happened, he would have come round of himself to 
the light. The incident of an autumn day had put the match to the 
train laid from of old by his misery. With the light before him he 
knew that even of late his ache had only been smothered. It was 
strangely drugged, but it throbbed; at the touch it began to bleed. 
And the touch, in the event, was the face of a fellow mortal. This 
face, one grey afternoon when the leaves were thick in the alleys, 
looked into Marcher’s own, at the cemetery, with an expression 
like the cut of a blade. He felt it, that is, so deep down that he 
winced at the steady thrust. The person who so mutely assaulted 
him was a figure he had noticed, on reaching his own goal, ab- 
sorbed by a grave a short distance away, a grave apparently fresh, 
so that the emotion of the visitor would probably match it for 
frankness. This fact alone forbade further attention, though dur- 
ing the time he stayed he remained vaguely conscious of his neigh- 
bour, a middle-aged man apparently, in mourning, whose bowed. 
back, among the clustered monuments and mortuary yews, was 
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‘constantly presented. Marcher’s theory that these were elements 
in contact with which he himself revived, had suffered, on this 
occasion, it may be granted, a marked, an excessive check. The 
autumn day was dire for him as none had recently been, and he 
rested with a heaviness he had not yet known on the low stone 
table that bore May Bartram’s name. He rested without power to 
move, as if some spring in him, some spell vouchsafed, had sud- 
denly been broken for ever. If he could have done that moment 
as he wanted he would simply have stretched himself on the slab 
that was ready to take him, treating it as a place prepared to re- 
ceive his last sleep. What in all the wide world had he now to 
keep awake for? He stared before him with the question, and it 
‘was then that, as one of the cemetery walks passed near him, he 
caught the shock of the face. 

His neighbour at the other grave had withdrawn, as he him- 
self, with force enough in him, would have done by now, and 
was advancing along the path on his way to one of the gates. This 
brought him close, and his pace was slow, so that—and all the 
more as there was a kind of hunger in his look—the two men were 
for a minute directly confronted. Marcher knew him at once for 
one of the deeply stricken—a perception so sharp that nothing 
else in the picture comparatively lived, neither his dress, his age, 
nor his presumable character and class; nothing lived but the deep 
ravage of the features he showed. He showed them—that was the 
point; he was moved, as he passed, by some impulse that was 
either a signal for sympathy or, more possibly, a challenge to an 
opposed sorrow. He might already have been aware of our friend, 
might at some previous hour have noticed in him the smooth habit 
of the scene, with which the state of his own senses so scantly con- 
sorted, and might thereby have been stirred as by an overt dis- 
cord. What Marcher was at all events conscious of was in the first 
place that the image of scarred passion presented to him was con- 
“scious too—of something that profaned the air; and in the second 
that, roused, startled, shocked, he was yet the fest moment looking 
after it, as it went, with envy. The most extraordinary thing that 
grad ixopeucd to him—though he had given that name to other 
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matters as ll oh place, after his fdimediite vague stare, asa i 
consequence of this impression. The stranger passed, but the raw 
glare of his grief remained, making our friend wonder in pity what ~ 
wrong, what wound it expressed, what injury not to be healed. 
What had the man ad, to make him by the loss of it so bleed and 
yet live? 

Something—and this reached neh with a pang—that he, John 
Marcher, hadn’t; the proof of which was precisely John Marcher’s 
arid end. No passion had ever touched him, for this was what 
passion meant; he had survived and maundered and pined, but 
where had been his deep ravage? The extraordinary thing we 
speak of was the sudden rush of the result of this question. The 
sight that had just met his eyes named to him, as in letters of 
quick flame, something he had utterly, insanely missed, and what 
he had missed made these things a train of fire, made them mark 
themselves in an anguish of inward throbs. He had seen outside 
of his life, not learned it within, the way a woman was mourned 
when she had been loved for herself: such was the force of his 
conviction of the meaning of the stranger’s face, which still flared 
for him as a smoky torch. It hadn’t come to him, the knowledge, 
on the wings of experience; it had brushed him, jostled him, upset 
him, with the disrespect of chance, the insolence of accident. Now 
that the illumination had begun, however, it blazed to the zenith, 
and what he presently stood there gazing at was the sounded void 
of his life. He gazed, he drew breath, in pain; he turned in his dis- 
may, and, turning, he had before him in sharper incision than ever 
the open page of his story. The name on the table smote him as 
the passage of his neighbour had done, and what it said to him, 
full in the face, was that ske was what he had missed. This was 
the awful thought, the answer to all the past, the vision at the 
dread clearness of which he grew as cold as the stone beneath 
him. Everything fell together, confessed, explained, overwhelmed ; 
leaving him most of all stupefied at the blindness he had cher- 
ished. The fate he had been marked for he had met with a venge- 
ance—he had emptied the cup to the lees; he had been the man. 










‘of his time, ¢#e man, to whom nothing on earth was to have hap- 
pened. That was the rare stroke—that was his visitation. So he 
‘Saw it, as we say, in pale horror, while the pieces fitted and fitted. 
So she had seen it while he didn’t, and so she served at this hour 
to drive the truth home. It was the truth, vivid and monstrous, 
that all the while he had waited the wait was itself his portion. 
This the companion of his vigil had at a given moment made out, 
and she had then offered him the chance to baffle his doom. One’s 
doom, however, was never baffled, and on the day she told him 
his own had come down she had seen him but stupidly stare at the 
escape she offered him. 
The escape would have been to love her; then, then he would 
have lived. She had lived—who could say now with what pas- 
sion?—since she had loved him for himself; whereas he had never 
thought of her (ah how it hugely glared at him!) but in the chill 
of his egotism and the light of her use. Her spoken words came 
back to him—the chain stretched and stretched. The Beast had 
lurked indeed, and the Beast, at its hour, had sprung; it had 
sprung in that twilight of the cold April when, pale, ill, wasted, 
but all beautiful, and perhaps even then recoverable, she had risen 
from her chair to stand before him and let him imaginably guess. 
It had sprung as he didn’t guess; it had sprung as she hopelessly 
turned from him, and the mark, by the time he left her, had fallen 
where it was to fall. He had justified his fear and achieved his 
fate; he had failed, with the last exactitude, of all he was to fail 
of; and a moan now rose to his lips as he remembered she had 
prayed he mightn’t know. This horror of waking—this was knowl- 
edge, knowledge under the breath of which the very tears in his 
‘eyes seemed to freeze. Through them, none the less, he tried to 
fix it and hold it; he kept it there before him so that he might feel 
the pain. That at least, belated and bitter, had something of the 
taste of life. But the bitterness suddenly sickened him, and it was 
as if, horribly, he saw, in the truth, in the cruelty of his image, 
what had been appointed and done. He saw the Jungle of his life 
and saw the lurking Beast; then, while he looked, perceived it, as 
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down, on the tomb. 
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Ir sEEMED to them at first, the offer, too good to be true, and 
their friend’s letter, addressed to them to feel, as he said, the 
ground, to sound them as to inclinations and possibilities, had 
almost the effect of a brave joke at their expense. Their friend, 

r. Grant-Jackson, a highly preponderant pushing person, great 
in discussion and arrangement, abrupt in overture, unexpected, 
if not perverse, in attitude, and almost equally acclaimed and ob- 
jected to in the wide midland region to which he had taught, as the 
phrase was, the size of his foot>their friend had launched his 
bolt quite out of the blue and had thereby so Shaken them as to 
make them fear almost more than hope. The place had fallen va- 
cant by the death of one of the two ladies, mother and daughter, 
who had discharged its duties for fifteen years; the daughter was 
staying on alone, to accommodate, but had found, though ex- 
tremely mature, an opportunity of marriage that involved retire- 
ment, and the question of the new incumbents was not a little 
pressing. The want thus determined was of a united couple of 
some sort, of the right sort, a pair of educated and competent sis- 
ters possibly preferred, but a married pair having its advantages 
if other qualifications were marked. Applicants, candidates, be- 
siegers of the door of every one supposed to have a voice in the 
matter, were already beyond counting, and Mr. Grant-Jackson, 
who was in his way diplomatic and whose voice, though not per- 

aps of the loudest, possessed notes of insistence, had found his 
ee ccace fixing itself on some person or brace of persons who 
had been decent and dumb) The Gedges appeared to have struck 
him as waiting in silence—though absolutely, as happened, no 
“busybody had brought them, far away in the North, a hint either 
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of bliss or of danger; and the happy spell, for the rest, chad ob-- 
viously been wrought in him by a remembrance which, though 
now scarcely fresh, had never before borne any such fruit. 

Morris Gedge had for a few years, as a young man, carried on a 


‘small private school of the order known as preparatory, and had 


happened then to receive under his roof the small son of the great 


.man, who was not at that time so great. The little boy, during an 


absence of his parents from England, had been dangerously ill, so 
dangerously that they had been recalled in haste, though with in- 
evitable delays, from a far country—they had gone to America, 
with the whole continent and the great sea to cross again—and 
had got back to find the child saved, but saved, as couldn’t help 
coming to light, by the extreme devotion and perfect_judgement 
of Mrs. Gedge. Without children of her own she had particularly 
attached herself to this tiniest and tenderest of her husband’s pu- 
pils, and they had both dreaded as a dire disaster the injury to 
their little enterprise that would be caused by their losing him. 
Nervous anxious sensitive persons, with a pride—as they were for 
that matter well aware—above their position, never, at the best, 
to be anything but dingy, they had nursed him in terror and had 
brought him through in exhaustion: Exhaustion, as befell, had 
thus overtaken them early and had for one reason and another 
managed to assert itself as their permanent portion. The, {little 
boy’s death would, as they said, have done for them, yet his re- 
covery hadn’t saved them; )with which it was doubtless also part 
of a shy but stiff candour in them that they didn’t regard them- 
selves as having in a more indirect manner laid up treasure. Treas- 
ure was not to be, in any form whatever, of their dreams or of 
their waking sense; and the years that followed had limped under 
their weight, had now and then rather grievously stumbled, had 
even barely escaped laying them in the dust. The school hadn’t 
prospered, had but dwindled to a close. Gedge’s health had failed 
and still more every sign in him of a capacity to publish himself 
as practical.) He had tried several things, he had tried many, but 
the final appearance was of their having tried him not less. They 
mostly, at the time I speak of, were trying his successors, while 
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| he and used, with an effect of dull felicity that had come in 
_ this case from the mere postponement of change, in charge of the 
grey town-library of Blackport-on-Dwindle, all granite, fog and 
female fiction. This was a situation in which his general intel- 
ligence—admittedly his strong point—was doubtless imaged, 3 
around him, as feeling less of a strain than that mastery of par- ~~ 
ticulars in which he was recognised as weak. 
It was at Blackport-on-Dwindle that the silver shaft reached 
and pierced him; it was as an alternative to dispensing dog’s-eared 
- volumes the very titles of which, on the lips of innumerable glib 
girls, were a challenge to his nerves, that the wardenship of so 
different a temple presented itself. The stipend named exceeded 
little the slim wage at present paid him, but even had it been less 
the interest and the honour would have struck him as determi-. 
nant. The shrine at which he was to preside—though he had al- 
ways lacked occasion to approach it—figured to him as the most 
sacred known to the steps of men, the early home of the supreme 
poet, the Mecca of the English-speaking race. The tears came into 
his eyes sooner still than into his wife’s while he looked about with 
her at their actual narrow prison, so grim with enlightenment, so 
_ ugly with industry, so turned away from any dream, so intolerable 
to any taste. He felt as if a window had opened into a great green 
woodland, a woodland that had a name all glorious, immortal, 
that was peopled with vivid figures, each of them renowned, and 
that gave out a murmur, deep as the sound of the sea, which was 
the rustle in forest shade of all the poetry, the beauty, the colour 
of life. It would be prodigious that of this transfigured world he 
should keep the key. No—he couldn’t believe it, not even when 
Isabel, at sight of his face, came and helpfully kissed him. He 
_ shook his head with a strange anilesOV e shan’t get it. Why should fa 
_ we? It’s perfect.” 
“Tf we don’t he'll simply have been cruel; which is impossible 
./when he has waited all this time to be kind.” Mrs. Gedge did be- 
lieve—she “would ;/since the wide doors of the world of poetry 
had suddenly pushed back for them it was in the form of poetic 
} justice that they were first to know it. She had her faith in their 





—_* to ng ee 
al ‘ jt 


226 SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES 





patron; it was sudden, but now complete. ““He remembers—that’ se 
all; and that’s our strength.” "7 

“And what’s his?” Gedge asked. “He may want to put us 
through, but that’s a different thing from being able. What are 
our special advantages?” 

“Well, that we’re just the thing.” Her knowledge of the needs 
of the case was as yet, thanks to scant information, of the vaguest, 
and she had never, more than her husband, stood on the sacred 
spot; but she saw herself waving a nicely-gloved hand over a col- 
lection of remarkable objects and saying to a compact crowd of . 
gaping awestruck persons: “And now, please, this way.” She even 
heard herself meeting with promptness and decision an occa- 
sional enquiry from a visitor in whom audacity had prevailed over 
awe. She had once been with a cousin, years before, to a great 
northern castle, and that was the way the housekeeper had taken 
them round. And it was not moreover, either, that she thought of 
herself as a housekeeper: she was well above that, and the wave 
of her hand wouldn’t fail to be such as to show it. This and much 
else she summed up as she answered her mate. “Our special ad- 
vantages are that you’re a.gentleman.”’ 

“Oh!” said Gedge as if he had never go of it, and yet as if 
too it were scarce worth thinking of. : 

“T see it all,” she went on; “they’ve kad the vulgar—they find 
they don’t do. We're poor and we’re modest, but any one can see 
what we are.” 

Gedge wondered. ‘Do you mean—?” More modest than she, 
he didn’t know quite what she meant. 

“We're refined. We know how to speak.” 

“Do we?”—he still, suddenly, wondered. 

But she was from the first surer of everything than he; so that 
when a few weeks more had elapsed and the shade of uncertainty 
—though it was only a shade—had grown almost to sicken him, 
her triumph was to come with the news that they were fairly 
named. ‘‘We’re on poor pay, though we manage”’—she had at the 
present juncture contended for her point. “But we’re highly culti- — 
vated, and for them to get that, don’t you see? without getting too 
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much with it in the way of pretensions and demands, must be pre- 
cisely their dream. We’ve no social position, but we don’t mind 
that we haven’t, do we? a bit; which is because we know the differ- 
ence between realities and shams. We hold to reality, and that 
gives us common sense, which the vulgar have less than anything 
and which yet must be wanted there, after all, as well as anywhere 
else.” 

Her companion followed her, but musingly, as if his horizon 
had within a few moments grown so great that he was almost lost 
in it and required a new orientation. The shining spaces sur- 

unded him; the association alone gave a nobler arch to the sky. 
“Allow that we hold also a little to the romance. It seems to me 
that that’s the beauty. We’ve missed it all our life, and now it’s 
ae We shall be at headquarters for it. We shall have our fill of 
at,’ 

She looked at his face, at the effect in it of these prospects, and 
her own lighted as if he had suddenly grown handsome. “Certainly 
—we shall live as in a fairy-tale. But what I mean is that’ we shall 
give, in a way—and so gladly—quite as much as we get. )With all 
the rest of it we’re for instance neat.” Their letter had come to 
them at breakfast, and she picked a fly out of the butter-dish. 
“Tt’s the way we’ll keep the place”—with which she removed from 
the sofa to the top of the cottage-piano a tin of biscuits that had 
refused to squeeze into the cupboard. At Blackport they were in 
lodgings—of the lowest description, she had been known to de- 

clare with a freedom felt by Blackport to be slightly invidious. 
The Birthplace—and that itself, after such a life, was exaltation 
—wouldn’t be lodgings, since a house close beside it was set apart 
for the warden, a house joining on to it as a sweet old parsonage is 
often annexed to a quaint old church. It would all together be 
their home, and such a home as would make a little world that 
they would never want to leave. She dwelt on the gain, for that 
matter, to their income; as obviously, though the salary was not a 
change for the better, the house given them would make all the 
‘difference. He assented to this, but absently, and she was almost 
_ impatient at the range of his thoughts. It was as if something, for 
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him—the very swarm of them—veiled the view; and he presently 
ef himself showed what it was. ms 
(“What I can’t get over is its being such a man—!” He almost, 
from inward emotion, broke down. 
“Such a man—?” 
\’ “Him, dim, HIM—!” It was too much. 
‘“‘Grant-Jackson? Yes, it’s a surprise, but one sees how he has 
been meaning, all the while, the right thing by us.” 
a “I mean Him,” Gedge returned more coldly; (“our becoming 
. familiar and intimate—for that’s what it will come to. We shall 
; just live with Him,” 
i. “Of course—it is the beauty.” And she added quite gaily: ‘‘The 
hes more we do the more we shall love Him)” 

“No doubt—but it’s rather awful. The more we know Him,” 
Gedge reflected, “the more we shall-love Him. We don’t as yet, 
you see, know Him so very tremendously.” 

“We do so quite as well, I imagine, as the sort of people they’ve 
had. And that probably isn’t—unless you care, as we do—so aw- 
fully necessary/ For there are the facts.” 

““Yes—there are the facts.” 

“J mean the principal ones. They’re all that the people—the 
people who come—want.” 

““Yes—they must be all they want.” 

“So that they’re all that those who’ve been in charge have 
needed to know.” 

“Ah,” he Sigs as if it were a question of honour, “we must know 
everything.” 

She shieertalls acceded: she had the merit, he felt, of keeping. 
the case within bounds. “Everything. But dheiet him personally,” 
she added, ‘‘there isn’t, is there? so very very much.” 

“More, I believe, than there used to be. They’ve made discov- 
eries.” 

It was a grand thought. “Perhaps we shall make some!” 

“Oh I shall be content to be a little better up in what has been 
done.” And his eyes rested on a shelf of books, half of which, little 
worn but much faded, were of the florid “gift” order and belonged — 
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‘to the house. Of those among them that were his own most were 
common specimens of the reference sort, not excluding an old 
Bradshaw and a catalogue of the town-library. “We’ve not even 
a Set of our own. Of the Works,”)he explained in quick repudia- 


‘tion of the sense, perhaps more obvious, in which she might have 


taken it. 

As a proof of their scant range of possessions this sounded al- 
most abject, till the painful flush with which they met on the ad- 
mission melted presently into a different glow. It was just for that 
kind of poorness that their new situation was, by its intrinsic 
charm, to console them. And Mrs. Gedge had a happy thought. 
‘“Wouldn’t the Library more or less have them?” ! 

“Oh no, we’ve nothing of that sort: for what do you take us?” 
This, however, was but the play of Gedge’s high spirits: the form 
both depression and exhilaration most frequently took with him 
being a bitterness on the subject of the literary taste of Blackport. 
No one was so deeply acquainted with it. It acted with him in 
fact as so lurid a sign of the future that the charm of the thought 
of removal was sharply enhanced by the prospect of escape from 
it. The institution he served didn’t of course deserve the particular 
reproach into which his irony had flowered; and indeed if the sev- 
eral Sets in which the Works were present were a trifle dusty, the 
dust was a little his own fault. To make up for that now he had the 
vision of immediately giving his time to the study of them;\he saw 
himself indeed, inflamed with a new passion, earnestly comment- 
ing and collating. Mrs. Gedge, who had suggested that, till their 
move should come, they ought to read Him regularly of an eve- 
ning—certain as they were to do it still more when in closer quar- 
ters with Him—Mrs. Gedge felt also, in her degree, the spell; so 
that the very happiest time of their anxious life was perhaps to 
have been the series of lamplight hours, after supper, in which, 
alternately taking the book, they declaimed, they almost per- 
formed, their beneficent author. \He became speedily more than 
their author—their personal friend, their universal light, their 


ready asking themselves, would they have been without Him? /By 
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the time their appointment arrived in form their relation to Him 
had immensely developed. It was amusing to Morris Gedge that he 
had so lately blushed for his ignorance, and he made this remark 
to his wife during the last hour they were able to give their study 
before proceeding, across half the country, to the scene of their 
romantic future/ It was as if, in deep close throbs, in cool after- 
waves that broke of a sudden and bathed his mind, all posses- 
sion and comprehension and sympathy, all the truth and the life 
and the story, had come to him,\and come, as the newspapers 
said, to stay. ‘It’s absurd,” he didn’t hesitate to say, “to talk of 
our not ‘knowing.’ So far as we don’t it’s because we’re dunces. 
He’s in the thing, over His ears, and the more we get into it the 
more we’re with Him. I seem to myself at any rate,” he declared, 
“to see Him in it as if He were painted on the wall.” 

“Oh doesn’t one rather, the dear thing? And don’t you feel 
where it is?” Mrs. Gedge finely asked. “We see Him because we 
love Him#+that’s what we do. How can we not, the old darling— 
with what He’s doing for us? There’s no light”—she had a senten- 
tious turn—“like true affection.” ~*~ 
_ “Yes, I suppose that’s it. [And yet,” her husband mused, “I see, 

confound me, the faults.’ 

“That’s because you’re so critical. You see them, but you don’t 
mind them. You see them, but you forgive them. You _mustn’t 
mention them there. We shan’t, you know, be there for that.” 

“Dear no!” he laughed: “we'll chuck out any one who hints at 
them.” 


II 


Ir THE sweetness of the preliminary months had been great, great 
too, though almost excessive as agitation, was the wonder of fairly 
being housed with Him, of treading day and night in the footsteps 
He had worn, of touching the objects, or at all events the surfaces, 
the substances, over which His hands had played, which His arms, 
His shoulders had rubbed, of breathing the air—or something - 
not too unlike it—in which His voice had sounded. They had had 
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‘a little at first their bewilderments, their disconcertedness; the 
_ place was both humbler and grander than they had exactly pre- 
figured, more at once of a cottage and of a museum, a little more 
archaically bare and yet a little more richly official. But the sense 
was strong with them that the point of view, for the inevitable ease 
of the connexion, patiently, indulgently awaited them; in addi- 
tion to which, from the first evening, after closing-hour, when 
the last blank pilgrim had gone, the mere spell, the mystic pres- 
ence—as if they had had it quite to themselves—were all they 
could have desired. They had received, at Grant-Jackson’s behest 
and in addition to a table of instructions and admonitions by the 
number and in some particulars by the nature of which they found 
themselves slightly depressed, various little guides, manuals, trav- 
ellers’ tributes, literary memorials and other catch-penny publica- 
tions; which, however, were to be for the moment swallowed up 
in the interesting episode of the induction or initiation appointed 
for them in advance at the hands of several persons whose relation 
to the establishment was, as superior to their own, still more of- 
ficial, and at those in especial of one of the ladies who had for so 
many years borne the brunt. About the instructions from above, 
about the shilling books and the well-known facts and the full- 
blown legend, the supervision, the subjection, the submission, the 
view as of a cage in which he should circulate and a groove in 
which he should slide, Gedge had preserved a certain play of mind; 
but all power of reaction appeared suddenly to desert him in the 
presence of his so visibly competent predecessor and as an effect 
of her good offices. He had not the resource, enjoyed by his wife, 
of seeing himself, with impatience, attired in black silk of a make 
characterised by just the right shade of austerity; so that this 
firm smooth expert and consummately respectable middle-aged 
person had him somehow, on the whole ground, completely at her 
mercy. 
It was evidently something of a rueful moment when, as a lesson 
—she being for the day or two still in the field—he accepted Miss 
 Putchin’s suggestion of “going round” with her and with the suc- 
cessive squads of visitors she was there to deal with. He appreci- 
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ated her method—he saw there had to be one; he admired her as i 
succinct and definite; for there were the facts, as his wife had said 
at Blackport, and hey were to be disposed of in the time; yet he | 
felt a very little boy as he dangled, more than once, with Mrs. 
Gedge, at the tail of the human comet. The idea had been that 
they should by this attendance more fully embrace the possible 
accidents and incidents, so to put it, of the relation.to the great 
public in which they were to find themselves; and the poor man’s 
excited perception of the great public rapidly became such as to 
resist any diversion meaner than that of the admirable manner of 
their guide. It wandered from his gaping companions to that of the 
priestess in ‘black silk, whont ‘he kept asking himself if either he or 
Isabel could hope bie any possibility ever remotely to resemble; 
then it bounded restlessly back to the numerous-persons who re= 
vealed to him as it had never yet been revealed the happy power 
of the simple to hang upon the lips of the wise.\The great thing 
seemed to be—and quite surprisingly—that the business was easy 
and the strain, which as a strain they had feared, moderate; so 
that he might have been puzzled, had he fairly caught himself in 
the act, by his recognising as the last effect of the impression an — 
odd absence of the power really to rest in it, an agitation deep 
within him that vaguely threatened to grow. “It isn’t, you see, 
so very complicated,” the black silk lady seemed to throw off, with 
everything else, in her neat crisp cheerful way; in spite of which 
he already, the very first time—that is after several parties had 
been in and out and up and down—went so far as to wonder if 
there weren’t more in it than she imagined. She was, so to speak, 
kindness itselfi—was all encouragement and reassurance; but it. 
was just her slightly coarse redolence of these very things that, on 
repetition, before they parted, dimmed a little, as he felt, the light 
of his acknowledging smile. This again she took for a symptom of 
some pleading weakness in him—he could never be as brave as 
she; so that she wound up with a few pleasant words from the very 
depth of her experience. “You'll get into it, never fear—it will 
come; and then you'll feel as if you had never done anything else. 
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_ must have begun to wince a little at such a menace; that he might 

come to feel as if he had never done anything but what Miss 
Putchin did loomed for him, in germ, as a penalty to pay. The 
support she offered, none the less, continued to strike him; she 
put the whole thing on so sound a basis when she said: “You see 
they’re so nice about it—they take such an interest. And they 

- never do a thing they-shouldn’t. That was always everything to 

mother and me.” “They,” Gedge had already noticed, referred 
constantly and hugely, in the good woman’s talk, to the millions 
who shuffled through the house; the pronoun in question was for 
ever on her lips, the hordes it represented filled her consciousness, 
the addition of their numbers ministered to her glory. Mrs. Gedge 
promptly fell in. fi must be indeed delightful to see the effect 
on so many and to feel that one may perhaps do something to make 
it—well, permanent.) But he was kept silent by his becoming 
more sharply aware that this was a new view, for him, of the refer- 
ence made, that he had never thought of the quality of the place 
as derived from-Them, but from Somebody.Else, and that They; Ye 
in short, seemed to have got into the way of crowding Him out. H 
found himself even a little resenting this for Him—which perhaps 
had something to do with the slightly invidious cast of his next 
enquiry. 

“And are They always, as one might say—a—stupid?” 

“Stupid!” She stared, looking as if no one could be such a thing 
in such a connexion. No one had ever been anything but neat and 
cheerful and fluent, except to be attentive and unobjectionable 
and, so far as was possible, American. 

“What I mean is,” he explained, “is there any perceptible pro- 
portion that take an interest in Him?” 

His wife stepped on his toe; she deprecated levity. But his mis- 
take fortunately was lost on their friend. “That’s just why they 
come, that they take such an interest. I sometimes think they take 
more than about anything else in the world.” With which Miss 
Putchin looked about at the place. “It és pretty, don’t you think, 
the way they’ve got it now?” This, Gedge saw, was a different 
“They”; it applied to the powers that were—the people who had 
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appointed him, the governing, visiting Body, in respect to which he 
was afterwards to remark to Mrs. Gedge that a fellow—it was the 
difficulty—didn’t know “where to have her.” His wife, at a loss, 
questioned at that moment the necessity of having her anywhere, 


and he said, good-humouredly “Of course; it’s all right.” He was. 


in fact content enough with the last touches their friend had given 
the picture. “There are many who know all about it when they 
come, and the Americans often are tremendously up. Mother and 
me really enjoyed”—it was her only slip—‘the interest of the 
Americans. We’ve sometimes had ninety a day, and all wanting to 
see and hear everything. But you'll work them off; you'll see the 
way—it’s all experience.”’ She came back for his comfort to that. 
She came back also to other things: she did justice to the consid- 
erable class who arrived positive and primed. “There are those 
who know more about it than you do. But ¢kat only comes from 
their interest.” 

“Who know more about what?” Gedge enquired. 

“Why about the place. I mean they have their ideas—of what 
everything is, and where it is, and what it isn’t and where it 
should be. They do ask questions,” she said, yet not so much in 
warning as in the complacency of being herself seasoned and 
sound; “and they’re down on you when they think you go wrong. 
As if you ever could! You know too much,” she astutely smiled; 
“or you will.” 

“Oh you mustn’t know too much, must you?” And Gedge 
now smiled as well. He knew, he thought, what he meant. 

“Well, you must know as much as anybody else. I claim at any 
rate that I do,’ Miss Putchin declared. “They never really 
caught me out.” 

“T’m very certain of that’”—and Mrs. Gedge had an elation al- 
most personal. . 

“Surely,” he said, “TI don’t want to be caught out.” She rejoined 
that in such a case he would have Them down on him, and he saw 
that this time she meant the powers above. It quickened his sense 
of all the elements that were to reckon with, yet he felt at the same 
time that the powers above were not what he should most fear. 
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(Vm glad,” he observed, “that they ever ask questions; but I hap- 


pened to notice, you know, that no one did to-day.” 

“Then you missed several—and no loss. There were three or four 
put to me too silly to remember. But of course they mostly are 
silly.” 

“You mean the questions?” 

She laughed with all her cheer. “Yes, sir; I don’t mean the 
answers.” 

Whereupon, for a moment snubbed and silent, he felt like one 
of the crowd. Then it made him slightly vicious. “I didn’t know 
but you meant the people in general—till I remembered that I’m to 
understand from you that they’re wise, only occasionally breaking 
down.” 

It wasn’t really till then, he thought, that she lost patience; and 
he had had, much more than he meant no doubt, a cross-question- 
ing air. “You'll see for yourself.” Of which he was sure enough. 
He was in fact so ready to take this that she came round to full 
accommodation, put it frankly that every now and then they broke 
out—not the silly, oh no, the intensely enquiring. ““We’ve had quite 
lively discussions, don’t you know, about well-known points. They 
want it all their way, and I know the sort that are going to as soon 
as I see them. That’s one of the things you do—you get to know 
the sorts. And if it’s what you’re afraid of—their taking you up,” 
she was further gracious enough to say, “you needn’t mind a bit. 
What do they know, after all, when for us it’s our life?/I’ve never 
moved an inch, because, you see, I shouldn’t have been here if I 
didn’t know where I was. No more will you be a year hence— 
you know what I mean, putting it impossibly—if you don’t. I ex- 
pect you do, in spite of your fancies.”” And she dropped once more 
to bed-rock. “There are the facts. Otherwise where would any of 
us be? That’s all you’ve got to go upon. A person, however cheeky, 
can’t have them his way just because he takes it into his head. 
There can only be one way, and,” \she gaily_added as she took 
leave of them, “I’m sure it’s quite enough!” ) 
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GeEpGE not only assented eagerly—one way was quite enough if it 
were the right one—but repeated it, after this conversation, at odd 
moments, several times over to his wife. “There can only be one 
way, one way,” he continued to remark—though indeed much as if 
it were a joke; till she asked him how many more he supposed she 
wanted. He failed to answer this question, but resorted to another 
repetition. “There are the facts, the facts,” which perhaps, how- 
ever, he kept a little more to himself, sounding it at intervals in 
different parts of the house. Mrs. Gedge was full of comment on 
their clever introductress, though not restrictively save in the mat- 
ter of her speech, “Me and mother,” and a general tone—which 
certainly was not their sort of thing. “I don’t know,” he said, 
“perhaps it comes with the place, since speaking in immortal verse 
doesn’t seem to come. It must be, one seems to see, one thing or the 
other. I dare say that in a few months I shall also be at it—‘me an 
the wife.’ ” 

Why not ‘me and the missus’ at once?” Mrs. Gedge resentfully 
enquired. “I don’t think,” she observed at another time, “that I 
quite know what’s the matter with you.” 

“Tt’s only that I’m excited, awfully excited—as I don’t see how 
one can’t be. You wouldn’t have a fellow drop into this berth as 
into an appointment at the Post Office. Here on the spot it goes to 
my head—how can that be helped? But we shall live into it, and 
perhaps,” he said with an implication of the other possibility that 
was doubtless but part of his fine ecstasy, “we shall live through 
it.” The place acted on his imagination—how, surely, shouldn’t - 

_it? And his imagination acted on his nerves, and these things to- 
gether, with the general vividness and the new and complete im- 
mersion, made rest for him almost impossible, so that he could 
scarce go to bed at night and even during the first week more 
than once rose in the small hours to move about, up and down, 
with his lamp—standing, sitting, listening, wondering, in the 
stillness, as if positively to recover some echo, to surprise some 
secret, of the genius loci. He couldn’t have explained it—and 
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didn’t in fact need to explain it, at least to himself, since the im- 
pulse simply held him and shook him; but the time after closing, 
the time above all after the people—Them, as he felt himself on 
the way habitually to put it, predominant, insistent, all in the fore- 
ground—brought him, or ought to have brought him, he seemed 
to see, nearer to the enshrined Presence, enlarging the opportunity 
for communion and intensifying the sense of it. These nightly 
prowls, as he called them, were disquieting to his wife, who had 
no disposition to share in them, speaking with decision of the 
whole place as just the place to be forbidding after dark. She re- 
joiced in the distinctness, contiguous though it was, of their own 
little residence, where she trimmed the lamp and stirred the fire 
and heard the kettle sing, repairing the while the omissions of the 
small domestic who slept out; she foresaw herself, with some 
promptness, drawing rather sharply the line between her own pre- 
cinct and that in which the great spirit might walk. It would be 
with them, the great spirit, all day—even if indeed on her mak- 
ing that remark, and in just that form, to her husband, he replied 
with a queer “But will he though?” And she vaguely imaged the 
development of a domestic antidote after a while, precisely, in 
the shape of curtains more markedly drawn and everything most 
modern and lively, tea, “patterns,” the newspapers, the female fic- 


tion itself that they had reacted against at Blackport, quite de- 


fiantly cultivated. 

These possibilities, however, were all right, as her companion 
said it was, all the first autumn—they had arrived at summer’s 
end; and he might have been more than content with a special 
set of his own that he had access to from behind, passing out of 
their low door for the few steps between it and the Birthplace. 
With his lamp ever so carefully guarded and his nursed keys that 
made him free of treasures, he crossed the dusky interval so often 
that she began to qualify it as a habit that “orew.” She spoke of it 
almost as if he had taken to drink, and he humoured that view of 
it by allowing the cup to be strong. This had been in truth al- 
together his immediate sense of it; strange and deep for him the 
spell of silent sessions before familiarity and, to some small extent, 
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disappointment had set in. The exhibitional side of the establish- 3 
ment had struck him, even‘en arrival, as qualifying too much its 
character; he scarce knew what he might best have looked for, but 
the three or four rooms bristled overmuch, in the garish light of 
day, with busts and relics, not even ostensibly always His, old 
prints and old editions, old objects fashioned in His likeness, fur= 
niture “of the time” and autographs of celebrated worshipesy) 
In the quiet hours and the deep dusk, none the less, under the play 
of the shifted lamp and that of his own emotion, these things too 
recovered their advantage, ministered to the mystery, or at all 
events to the impression, seemed consciously to offer themselves 
as personal to th oet.)Not one of them was really or unchal- 
‘lengeably so, but they had somehow, through long association, got, 
as Gedge always phrased it, into the secret, and it was about the 
secret he asked them while he restlessly wandered. It wasn’t till 
months had elapsed that he found how little they had to tell him, 
and he was quite at his ease with them when he knew they were 
by no means where his sensibility had first placed them. They 
were as out of it as he; only, to do them justice, they had made 
him immensely feel. And still, too, it was not they who had done 
that most, since his sentiment had gradually cleared itself to deep, 
to.-deeper refinements. 
| The Holy of Holies of the Birthplace was the low, the sublime 
Chamber of Birth, sublime because, as the Americans usually said 
—unlike the natives they mostly found words—it was so pathetic; 
and pathetic because it was—well, really nothing else in the world 
that one could name, number or measure) It was as empty as a 
shell of which the kernel has withered, and contained neither busts 
nor prints nor early copies; it contained only the Fact—the Fact 
itseli—which, as he stood sentient there at midnight, our friend, 
holding his breath, allowed to sink into him. He had to take it as 
the place where the spirit would most walk and where He would 
therefore be most to be met, with possibilities of recognition and- 
reciprocity. He hadn’t, most probably—He hadn’t—much inhab- 
ited the room, as men weren’t apt, as a rule, to convert to their 
later use and involve in their wider fortune the scene itself of their 

' 


THE BIRTHPLACE 230 


_ nativity. But as there were moments when, in the conflict of theo- 
ries, the sole certainty surviving for the critic threatened to be that 
He had not—unlike other successful men—not been born, so 
Gedge, though little of a critic, clung to the square feet of space 

_ that connected themselves, however feebly, with the positive ap- 
pearance. He was little of a critic—he was nothing of one; he 
hadn’t pretended to the character before coming, nor come to pre- 
tend to it; also, luckily for him, he was seeing day by day how 
little use he could possibly have for it. It would be to him, the at- 
titude of a high expert, distinctly a stumbling-block, and that he 
rejoiced, as the winter waned, in his ignorance, was one of the 
propositions he betook himself, in his odd manner, to enunciating 
to his wife. She denied it, for hadn’t she in the first place been 
present, wasn’t she still present, at his pious, his tireless study of 
everything connected with the subject?—so present that she had 
herself learned more about it than had ever seemed likely. Then 
in the second place he wasn’t to proclaim on the house-tops any 
point at which he might be weak, for who knew, if it should get 
abroad that they were ignorant, what effect might be produced—? 

“On the attraction”—he took her up—‘“of the Show?” 

He had fallen into the harmless habit of speaking of the place 
as the “Show”; but she didn’t mind this so much as to be diverted 
by it. “No; on the attitude of the Body. You know they’re pleased ~ 
with us, and I don’t see why you should want to spoil it. We got 
in by a tight squeeze—you know we've had evidence of that, and 
that it was about as much as our backers could manage. But we’re 
proving a comfort to them, and\it’s absurd of you to question your 
suitability to people who were content with the Putchins.”, 

“JT don’t, my dear,” he returned, “question anything; but Gf I 
should do so it would be precisely because of the greater advantage ( 
constituted for the Putchins by the simplicity of their spirit. They ». 
were kept straight by (ives » of their ignorance ywhich was 
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denser even than ming. It was a mistake in us from the first to 
have attempted to correct or to disguise ours. We should have 
waited simply to become good parrots, to learn our lesson—all on 
the spot here, so little of it is wanted—and squawk it ot”) 
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J “Ah ‘squawk,’ love—what a word to use about Him!” 
a “It isn’t about Him—nothing’s about Him. None of Them care 
tuppence about Him. The only thing They care about is this empty 
shell—or rather, for it isn’t empty, the extraneous preposterous. 
stuffing of it.” é 
‘‘Preposterous?”—he made her stare with this as he hadn’t yet 
done. 

At sight of her look, however—the gleam, as it might have been, 
of a queer suspicion—he bent to her kindly and tapped her cheek. 
“Oh it’s all right. We must fall back on the Putchins. Do you 
remember what she said?—‘They’ve made it so pretty now.’ 
They have made it pretty, and it’s a first-rate show. It’s a first- 
rate show and a first-rate billet, and He was a first-rate poet, and 
you're a first-rate woman—to put up so sweetly, I mean, with my 
nonsense.” ; 

She appreciated his domestic charm and she justified that part 
of his tribute which concerned herself. “I don’t care how much of 
your nonsense you talk to me, so long as you kee? it all for me and 
don’t treat Them to it.” : 

“The pilgrims? No,” he conceded—“it isn’t fair to Them. They 
mean well.” 

“What complaint have we after all to make of Them so long as 
They don’t break off bits—as They used, Miss Putchin told us, 
so awfully—in order to conceal them about Their Persons? She 
broke Them at least of that.” 

“Yes,” Gedge mused again; “I wish awfully she hadn’t!” 

“You’d like the relics destroyed, removed? That’s all that’s 
wanted!” 

“There are no relics.” 

“There won’t be any soon—unless you take care.” But he was 
already laughing, and the talk wasn’t dropped without his having | 
patted her once more. An impression or two nevertheless remained 
with her from it, as he saw from a question she asked him on 
the morrow. “‘What did you mean yesterday about Miss Putchin’s 

_simplicity—it’s keeping her ‘straight’? Do you mean mentally?” 
_ Her “mentally” was rather portentous, but he practically con- 
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~ fessed. “Well, it kept her up. I mean,” he amended, laughing, “it 
_ kept her down.” ' 

It was really as if she had been a little uneasy. “You consider 
there’s a danger of your being affected? You know what I mean— 
of its going to your head. You do know,” she insisted as he said 
nothing. “Through your caring for him so. You’d certainly be right 
in that case about its having been a mistake for you to plunge so 
deep.” And then as his listening without reply, though with his 
look a little sad for her, might have denoted that, allowing for ex- 
travagance of statement, he saw there was something in it: “Give 
up your prowls. Keep it for daylight. Keep it for Them.” 

“Ah,” he smiled, “if one could! My prowls,” he added, “are 
what I most enjoy. They’re the only time, as T’ve told you before, 
that I’m really with Him. Then I don’t see the place. He isn’t the 
place.” 

“J don’t care for what you ‘don’t see,’”’ she returned with vi- 
vacity; “the question is of what you do see.” 

Well, if it was, he waited before meeting it. “Do you know what 
I sometimes do?” And then as she waited too: “In the Birthroom 
there, when I look in late, I often put out my light. That makes it 
better.” 

' “Makes what—?” 

“Everything.” 

“What_is it then you.see.in-the dark?” 

“Nothing!” said Morris Gedge. 

“And what’s the pleasure of that?” 


“Well, what the American ladies say. It’s so fascinating!” 


IV 


Tue autumn was brisk, as Miss Putchin had told them it would 
be, but business naturally fell off with the winter months and the 
short days. There was rarely an hour indeed without a call of some 
sort, and they were never allowed to forget that they kept the shop 
in all the world, as they might say, where custom was least fluc- 
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tuating. The seasons told on it, as they tell on travel, but no other — : 
influence, consideration or convulsion to which the population of 
the globe is exposed. This population, never exactly in simul- 
taneous hordes, but in a full swift and steady stream, passed 
through the smoothly-working mill and went, in its variety of de- 
grees duly impressed and edified, on its artless way. Gedge gave 
himself up, with much ingenuity of spirit, to trying to keep in 
relation with it; having even at moments, in the early time, 
glimpses of the chance that the impressions gathered from so rare 
an opportunity for contact with the general mind might prove 
as interesting as anything else in the connexion. Types, classes, 
nationalities, manners, diversities of behaviour, modes of seeing, 
feeling, of expression, would pass before him and become for him, 
after a fashion, the experience of an untravelled man. His journeys 
had been short and saving, but poetic justice again seemed in- 
clined to work for him in placing him just at the point in all Eu- 
rope perhaps where the confluence of races was thickest. The 
theory at any rate carried him on, operating helpfully for the 
term of his anxious beginnings and gilding in a manner—it was 
the way he characterised the case to his wife—the somewhat 
stodgy gingerbread of their daily routine. They hadn’t known 
many people and their visiting-list was small—which made it 
again poetic justice that they should be visited on such a scale. 
They dressed and were at home, they were under arms and re- 
ceived, and except for the offer of refreshment—and Gedge had 
his view that there would eventually be a buffet farmed out to a 
great firm—their hospitality would have made them princely if 
mere hospitality ever did. Thus they were launched, and it was 
interesting; so that from having been ready to drop, originally, 
with fatigue they emerged as even-winded and strong in the legs 
as if they had had an Alpine holiday. This experience, Gedge 
opined, also represented, as a gain, a like seasoning of the spirit— ° 
‘by which he meant a certain command of impenetrable pa- 
tience. 

The patience was needed for the particular feature of the ordeal 
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- that, by the time the lively season was with them again, had dis- 

engaged itself as the sharpest—the immense assumption of veraci- 
_ ties and sanctities, of the general soundness of the legend, with ©: 
which every one arrived. He was well provided certainly for meet- 

ing it, and he gave all he had, yet he had sometimes the sense of a 

vague resentment on the part of his pilgrims at his not ladling out 

‘their fare with a bigger spoon. An irritation had begun to grumble 
in him during the comparatively idle months of winter when a pil- 
grim would turn up singly. The pious individual, entertained for 
the half-hour, had occasionally seemed to offer him the promise 
of beguilement or the semblance of a personal relation; it came 
back again to the few pleasant calls he had received in the course 
of a life almost void of social amenity. Sometimes he liked the 
person, the face, the speech: an educated man, a gentleman, not 
one of the herd; a graceful woman, vague, accidental, unconscious 
of him, but making him wonder, while he hovered, who she was. 
These chances represented for him light yearnings and faint flut- 
ters; they acted indeed within him to a special, an extraordinary 
tune. He would have liked to talk with such stray companions, 
to talk with them really, to talk with them as he might have talked 
had he met them where he couldn’t meet them—at dinner, in the 
“world,” on a visit at a country-house. Then he could have said— 
and about the shrine and the idol always—things he couldn’t say 
now. The form in which his irritation first came to him was that of 
his feeling obliged to say to them—to the single visitor, even when 
sympathetic, quite as to the gaping group—the particular things, 
a dreadful dozen or so, that they expected. If he had thus arrived 
at characterising these things as dreadful the reason touched the 
very point that, for a while turning everything over, he kept dodg- 
ing, not facing, trying to ignore. The point was that/he was on 
his way to become two quite different persons, the public and the 
private-—as to which it would somehow have to, be managed that 
these persons should live together. He was splitting into halves, 
unmistakeably—he who, whatever else he had been, had at least 
always been so entire and in his way so solid. One of the halves, 
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or perhaps even, since the| ‘split promised to be rather sneal 


Cans 


the idol; “the other. piece was the poor “unsuccessful “honest. man _ 
he h had Sirius been. 

There were moments when he recognised this primary character 
as he had never done before; when he in fact quite shook in his 
shoes at the idea that it perhaps had in reserve some supreme as- 
sertion of its identity. It was honest, verily, just by reason of the 
possibility. It was poor and unsuccessful because here it was just 
on the verge of quarrelling with its bread and butter. Salvation 
would be of course—the salvation of the showman—rigidly to 
keep it on the verge; not to let it, in other words, overpass by an 
inch. He might count on this, he said to himself, if there weren’t 
any public—if there weren’t thousands of people demanding of 
him what he was paid for. He saw the approach of the stage at 
which they would affect him, the thousands of people—and per- 
haps even more the earnest individual—as coming really to see if 
he were earning his wage. Wouldn’t he soon begin to fancy them 
in league with the Body, practically deputed by it—given, no 
doubt, a kindled suspicion—to look in and report observations? 
It was the way he broke down with the lonely pilgrim that led to 
his first heart-searchings—broke down as to the courage required 
for damping an uncritical faith. What they all most wanted was 
to feel that everything was “just as it was”; only the shock of hav- 
ing to part with that vision was greater than any individual could 
bear unsupported. The bad moments were upstairs in the Birth- 
room, for here the forces pressing on the very edge assumed a 


dire intensity. The mere expression of eye, all-credulous, omniv- — 


orous and fairly moistening in the act, with which many persons 
gazed about, might eventually make it difficult for him to remain 
fairly civil. Often they came in pairs—sometimes one had come 
before—and then they explained to each other. He in that case 
never corrected; he listened, for the lesson of listening: after 
which he would remark to his wife that there was no end to what 
he was learning. He saw that if he should really ever break down 
it would be with her he would begin. He had given her hints and 
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_ digs enough, but she was so inflamed with appreciation that she 
- either didn’t feel them or pretended not to understand. 

This was the greater complication that, with the return of the 
spring and the increase of the public, her services were more re- 
quired. She took the field with him from an early hour; she was 
present with the party above while he kept an eye, and still more 

an ear, on the party below; and how could he know, he asked 
himself, what she might say to them and what she might suffer 
Them to say—or in other words, poor wretches, to believe—while 
removed from his control? Some day or other, and before too long, 
he couldn’t but think, he must have the matter out with her—the 
matter, namely, of the morality of their position. The morality of 
women was special—he was getting lights on that. Isabel’s con- 
ception of her office was to cherish and enrich the legend. It was 
already, the legend, very taking, but what was she there for but 
to make it more so? She certainly wasn’t there to chill any natural 
piety. If it was all in the air—all in their “eye,” as the vulgar 
might say—that He had been born in the Birthroom, where was 
the value of the sixpences they took? where the equivalent they 
had engaged to supply? ‘“‘Oh dear, yes—just about here’; and 
she must tap the place with her foot. “Altered? Oh dear, no— 

’ save ‘in a few trifling particulars; you see the place—and isn’t 

that just the charm of it?—quite as He saw it. Very poor and 
homely, no doubt; but that’s just what’s so wonderful.” He didn’t 
want to hear her, and yet he didn’t want to give her her head; he 
didn’t want to make difficulties or to snatch the bread from her 
mouth. But he must none the less give her a warning before they 
had gone too far. That was the way, one evening in June, he 
put it to her; the affluence, with the finest weather, having lately 
been of the largest and the crowd all day fairly gorged with the 
story. “We mustn’t, you know, go too far.” 

The odd thing was te had now ceased even to be conscious 


of what troubled him—she was so launched in her own career. 
“Too far for what?” 
“To save our immortal souls. We mustn’t, love, tell too many , ~ 
lies.” 
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She looked at him with dire reproach. “Ah now are a going 
to begin again?” 

“T never have begun; I haven’t wanted to worry you. But, you _ 
know, we don’t know anything about it.” And then as she stared, 
flushing: “About. His having. been born up there. About any- 
thing really. Not the least little scrap that would weigh in any 
other connexion as evidence. So don’t rub it in so.” 

“Rub it in how?” 

“That He was born—” But at sight of her face he only sighed. 
“Oh dear, oh dear!” 

“Don’t you think,” she replied cuttingly, “that He was born 
anywhere?” 

He hesitated—it was such an edifice to shake. ‘Well, we don’t 
know. There’s very little to know. He covered His tracks as no 
other human being has ever done.” 

She was still in her public costume and hadn’t taken off the 
gloves she made a point of wearing as a part of that uniform; she 
remembered how the rustling housekeeper in the Border castle, 
on whom she had begun modelling herself, had worn them. She 
seemed official and slightly distant. ‘““To cover His tracks He must 
have had to exist. Have we got to give that up?” 

“No, I don’t ask you to give it up yet. But there’s very little to 
go upon.” 

‘And is that what I’m to tell Them in return for everything?” 

Gedge waited—he walked about. The place was doubly still 
after the bustle of the day, and the summer evening rested on it 
as a blessing, making it,.in its small state and ancientry, mellow 
and sweet. It was good to be there and it would be good to stay. 
At the same time there was something incalculable in the effect 
on one’s nerves of the great gregarious density. This was an atti- 
tude that had nothing to do with degrees and shades, the attitude 
of wanting all or nothing. And you couldn’t talk things over with 
it. You could only do that with friends, and then but in cases where 
you were sure the friends wouldn’t betray you. 

“Couldn’t you adopt,” he replied at last, “‘a slightly-more-dis- 
_creet method? What we can say is that things have been said ; 
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_ that’s all we have to do with. ‘And is this really’—when they jam 
their umbrellas into the floor—‘the very spot where He was born?’ 
‘So it has, from a long time back, been described as being.’ 

(Couldn’t one meet Them, to be decent a little, in some such way 

as that?” 

She looked at him very hard. “Is that the way you meet them?” 

“No; I’ve kept on lying—without scruple, without shame.” 

“Then why do you haul me up?” 

“Because it has seemed to md we might, like true companions, 
work it out a little together.” 

This was not strong, he felt, as, pausing with his hands in his 
pockets, he stood before her; and he knew it as weaker still after 
she had looked at him a minute. “Morris Gedge, I propose to be 
your true companion, and I’ve come here to stay. That’s all I’ve 
got to say.” It was not, however, for “You had better try yourself 
and see,” she presently added. “Give the place, give_the_story 
away, by so much as a look, and—well, I’d allow you about nine 
days. Then you’d see.” one 

He feigned, to gain time, an innocence. “T hey’d take it so ill?” 
And then as she said nothing: ““They’d turn and rend me? They’d 
tear me to pieces?” 

But she wouldn’t make a joke of it. “They wouldn’t have it Aim- 
ply.” ' 

“No—They wouldn’t. That’s what I say. They won't.” 

“You had better,” she went on, “begin with Grant-Jackson. 
But even that isn’t necessary. It would get to him, it would get to 
the Body, like wildfire.” 

“T see,” said poor Gedge. And indeed for the moment he did 
see, while his companion followed up what she believed her ad- 
vantage. 

“Do you consider it’s all a fraud?” 

“Well, I grant you there was somebody. But the details are 
naught. The links are missing. The evidence—in particular about 
that room upstairs, in itself our Casa Santa—is nil. It was so aw- 
fully long ago.” Which he knew again sounded weak. 

“Of course it was awfully long ago—that’s just the beauty and 
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the interest. Tell Them, te// Them,” she continued, “that sie evi- ye 
dence is nil, and I’ll tell Them something else.” She spoke it with 
such meaning that his face seemed to show a question, to which 
she was on the spot of replying ‘‘I’ll tell Them you’re a—” She 
stopped, however, changing it. “I'll tell Them exactly the oppo- 
site. And I’ll find out what you say—it won’t take long—to do it. 

If we tell different stories that possibly may save us.” 

“T see what you mean. It would perhaps, as an oddity, have a 
success of curiosity. It might become a draw. Still, They but want 
broad masses.” And he looked at her sadly. ““You’re no more than | 
one of Them.” : 

“Tf it’s being no more than one of Them to love it,” she an- 
swered, “then I certainly am. And I’m not ashamed of my com- 
pany.” 

“To love what?” said Morris Gedge. 

“To love to think He was born there.” 

“You think too much. It’s bad for you.” He turned away with 
his chronic moan. But it was without losing what she called aiter . 
him. 

“T decline to let the place down.” And what was there indeed to 
say? They were there to keep it up. | 





V 


He KEPT it up through the summer, but with the queerest con- 
sciousness, at times, of the want of proportion between his secret 
rage and the spirit of those from whom the friction came. He said . 
to himself—so sore his sensibility had grown—that They were 
gregariously ferocious at the very time he was seeing Them as in- 
dividually mild. He said to himself that They were mild only 
because ke was—he flattered himself that he was divinely so, con- 
sidering what he might be; and that he should, as his wife had 
warned him, soon enough have news of it were he to deflect by a 
hair’s breadth from the line traced for him. Tat was the collective — 
fatuity—that it was capable of turning on the instant both to a 
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general and to a particular resentment. Since the least breath of 
discrimination would get him the sack without mercy, it was ab- 
surd, he reflected, to speak of his discomfort as light. He was 
gagged, he was goaded, as in omnivorous companies he doubtless 
sometimes showed by a strange silent glare. They’d get him the 
sack for that as well, if he didn’t look out; therefore wasn’t it in 
effect ferocity when you mightn’t even hold your tongue? They 
wouldn’t let you off with silence—They insisted on your commit- 
ting yourself. It was the pound of flesh—They would have it; so 
under his coat he bled. But a wondrous peace, by exception, 
dropped on him one afternoon at the end of August. The pressure 
had, as usual, been high, but it had diminished with the fall of 
day, and the place was empty before the hour for closing. Then it 
was that, within a few minutes of this hour, there presented them- 
selves a pair of pilgrims to whom in the ordinary course he would 
have remarked that they were, to his regret, too late. He was to 
wonder afterwards why the course had at sight of the visitors—a 
gentleman and a lady, appealing and fairly young—shown for him 
as other than ordinary; the consequence sprang doubtless from 
something rather fine and unnameable, something for example 
in the tone of the young man or in the light of his eye, after hear- 
ing the statement on the subject of the hour. “Yes, we know it’s 
late; but it’s just, I’m afraid, because of that. We’ve had rather a 
notion of escaping the crowd—as I suppose you mostly have one 
‘now; and it was really on the chance of finding you alone—!” 
These things the young man said before being quite admitted, 
and they were words any one might have spoken who hadn’t taken 
the trouble to be punctual or who desired, a little ingratiatingly, | 
to force the door, Gedge even guessed at the sense that might 
Jurk in them, the hint of a special tip if the point were stretched. 
There were no tips, he had often thanked his stars, at the Birth- 
place; there was the charged fee and nothing more; everything 
else was out of order, to the relief of a palm not formed by nature 
‘as a scoop. Yet in spite of everything, in spite especially of the al- 
most audible chink of the gentleman’s sovereigns, which might in 
another case exactly have put him out, he presently found him- 
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self, in the Birthroom, access to which he had gracefully enough — 
granted, almost treating the visit as personal and private. The 
reason—well, the reason would have been, if anywhere, in some-— 
thing naturally persuasive on the part of the couple; unless it had 
been rather again, in the way the young man, once he was in the 
place, met the caretaker’s expression of face, held it a moment 
and seemed to wish to sound it. (That they were Americans was 
promptly clear, and Gedge could very nearly have told what kind; 
he had arrived at the point of distinguishing kinds, though the 
difficulty might have been with him now that the case before him - 
was rare. He saw it suddenly in the light of the golden midland 
evening which reached them through low old windows, saw it with 
a rush of feeling, unexpected and smothered, that made him a mo- 
ment wish to keep it before him as a case of inordinate happiness. 
It made him feel old shabby poor, but he watched it no less in- 
tensely for its doing so. They were children of fortune, of the 
greatest, as it might seem to Morris Gedge, and they were of 
course lately married; the husband, smooth-faced and soft, but 
resolute and fine, several years older than the wife, and the wife 
vaguely, delicately, irregularly, but mercilessly pretty. Somehow 
the world was theirs; they gave the person who took the sixpences _ 
at the Birthplace such a sense of the high luxury of freedom as he 
had never had. The thing was that the world was theirs not simply 
because they had money—he had seen rich people enough—but 
because they could in a supreme degree think and_feel_ and say 
what they liked. They had a nature and a culture,.a.tradition, a 
facility of some sort—and all producing in them an effect of posi- — 
tive beauty—that gave a light to their liberty and an ease to their . 
tone. ‘These things moreover suffered nothing from the fact that 
they happened to be in mourning; this was probably worn for 
some lately-deceased opulent father—if not some delicate mother 
who would be sure to have been a part of the source of the beauty; 
and it affected Gedge, in the gathered twilight and at his odd 
crisis, as the very uniform of their distinction. 

He couldn’t quite have said afterwards by what steps the point — 
had been reached, but it had become at the end of five minutes a 
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Li 
part of their presence in the Birthroom, a part of the young man’s 
look, a part of the charm of the moment, and a part above all ofa 
strange sense within him of “Now or never!” that Gedge had sud- 
denly, thrillingly, let himself go. He hadn’t been definitely con- 
scious of drifting to it; he had been, for that, too conscious merely 
of thinking how different, in all their range, were such a united 
couple from another united couple known to him. They were every- 
thing he and his wife weren’t; this was more than anything else 
the first lesson of their talk. Thousands of couples of whom the 
same was true certainly had passed before him, but none of whom 
it was true with just that engaging intensity. And just because of 
their transcendent freedom; that was what, at the end of five min- 
utes, he saw it all come back to. The husband, who had been there 
at some earlier time, had his impression, which he wished now to 
make his wife share. But he already, Gedge could see, hadn’t con- 
cealed it from her. A pleasant irony in fine our friend seemed to 
taste in the air—he who hadn’t yet felt free to taste his own. 
“T think you weren’t here four years ago” —that was what the 
young man had almost begun by remarking. Gedge liked his re- 
‘membering it, liked his frankly speaking to him; all the more that 
he had offered, as it were, no opening. He had let them look about 
below and then had taken them up, but without words, without 
the usual showman’s song, of which he would have been afraid. 
The visitors didn’t ask for it; the young man had taken the mat- 
‘ter out of his hands by himself dropping for the benefit of the 
young woman a few detached remarks. What Gedge oddly felt 
was that these remarks were not inconsiderate of him; he had 
‘heard others, both of the priggish order and the crude, that might 
have been called so. And as the young man hadn’t been aided to 
this cognition of him as new, it already began to make for them a 
certain common ground. The ground became immense when the 
visitor presently added with a smile: “There was a good lady, I 
— recollect, who had a great deal to say.” 
It was the gentleman’s smile that had done it; the irony was 
there. “Ah there had been a great deal said.” And Gedge’s look at 
his interlocutor doubtless showed his sense of being sounded. It 
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was extraordinary of course that a perfect stranger should have 
guessed the travail of his spirit, should have caught the gleam of © 
his inner commentary. That probably leaked in spite of him out : 
of his poor old eyes. “Much of it, in such places as this,” he heard 
himself adding, ‘“‘is of course said very irresponsibly.” Such places — 
as this!—he winced at the words as soon as he had uttered 
them. 

There was no wincing, however, on the part of his pleasant com- 
panions. ‘Exactly so; the whole thing becomes a sort of stiff smug 
convention—like a dressed-up sacred doll in a Spanish church— ~ 
which you’re a monster if you touch.” 

“A monster,” Gedge assented, meeting his eyes. 

The young man smiled, but he thought looking at him a little 
harder. “‘A blasphemer.” 

“A blasphemer.”’ 

It seemed to do his visitor good—he certainly was looking at 
him harder. Detached as he was he was interested—he was at least 
amused. “Then you don’t claim or at any rate don’t insist—? I 
mean you personally.” 

He had an identity for him, Gedge felt, that he couldn’t have 
had for a Briton, and the impulse was quick in our friend to testify 
to this perception. “I don’t insist to you.” 

The young man laughed. “It really—I assure you if J may— 
wouldn’t do any good. I’m too awfully interested.” 

“Do you mean,” his wife lightly enquired, “in—a—pulling it 
down? That’s rather in what you’ve said to me.” 

“Has he said to you,” Gedge intervened, though quaking a little, 
“that he would like to pull it down?” 4 

She met, in her free sweetness, this appeal with such a charm! ~ 
“Oh perhaps not quite the house—!” 

“Good. You see we live on it—I mean we people.” 

The husband laughed, but had now so completely ceased to look 
edly with the panier alone interested,” he explained, “in what 
I think ¢he interesting thing—or at all events the eternally tor- 
menting one. The fact of the abysmally little that, in proportion, 
we know.” 
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_ “In proportion to what?” his companion asked. 

“Well, to what there must have been—to what in fact there 
is—to wonder about. That’s the interest; it’s immense. He escapes 
us like a thief at night, carrying off—well, carrying off everything. 
And people pretend to catch Him like a flown canary, over whom 
you can close your hand, and put Him back in the cage. He won’t 
go back; he won’t come back. He’s not”—the young man laughed 
“such a fool! It makes Him the happiest of all great men.” 

He had begun by speaking to his wife, but had ended, with his 
friendly, his easy, his indescribable competence, for Gedge—poor 
Gedge who quite held his breath and who felt, in the most un- 
expected way, that he had somehow never been in such good so- 
ciety. The young wife, who for herself meanwhile had continued 
to look about, sighed out, smiled out—Gedge couldn’t have told 
which—her little answer to these remarks. “It’s rather a pity, you 
know, that He isn’t here. I mean as Goethe’s at Weimar. For 
Goethe is at Weimar.” 

“Yes, my dear; that’s Goethe’s bad luck. There he sticks. This 

"mah isn’t anywhere. I defy you to catch Him.” 

“Why not say, beautifully,” the young woman laughed, “that, 

like the wind, He’s everywhere?” 

It wasn’t of course the tone of discussion, it was the tone of 
pleasantry, though of better pleasantry, Gedge seemed to feel, 

and more within his own appreciation, than he had ever listened 

to; and this was precisely why the young man could go on with- 

- out the effect of irritation, answering his wife but still with eyes 
for their companion. “I'll be hanged if He’s herel” 

It was almost as if he were taken—that is, struck and rather held 
—by their companion’s unruffled state, which they hadn’t meant 
to ruffle, but which suddenly presented its interest, perhaps even 
projected its light. T he gentleman didn’t know, Gedge was 
afterwards to say to himself, how that hypocrite was inwardly 

all of a tfemble, how it seemed to him his fate was being literally 
_ pulled down on his head. He was trembling for the moment cer- 
- tainly too much to speak; abject he might be, but he didn’t want 
his voice to have the absurdity of a quaver. And the young woman 
| —charming creature!—still had another word. It was for the 
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guardian of the spot, and she made it in her way delightful. They : 


had remained in the Holy of Holies, where she had been looking 


for a minute, with a ruefulness just marked enough to be pretty, | 


at the queer old floor. “Then if you say it wasn’t in this room He 
was born—well, what’s the use?” 
“What’s the use of what?” her husband asked. “The use, you 


mean, of our coming here? Why the place is charming in itself. 


And it’s also interesting,” he added to Gedge, “to know how you 
get on.” 


Gedge looked at him a moment in silence, but answering the | 


young woman first. If poor Isabel, he was thinking, could only 
have been like that!—not as to youth, beauty, arrangement of hair 
or picturesque grace of hat—these things he didn’t mind; but as 
to sympathy, facility, light perceptive, and yet not cheap, de- 
- tachment! “I don’t say it wasn’t—but I don’t say it was.” 

“Ah but doesn’t that,” she returned, “come very much to the 
same thing? And don’t They want also to see where He had His 
dinner and where He had His tea?” 

“They want everything,” said Morris Gedge. “They want to 
see where He hung up His hat and where He kept His boots and 
where His mother boiled her pot.” 

“But if you don’t show them—?” 

“They show me. It’s in all their little books.” 

“You mean,” the husband asked, “that you’ve Spee to hold your 
tongue?” 

“T try to,” said Gedge. - 

“Well,” his visitor smiled, “I see you can.” 

Gedge hesitated. “I can’t.” 

“Oh well,” said his friend, “‘what does it matter?” 

“T do speak,” he continued. “I can’t sometimes not.” 

“Then how do you get on?” 

Gedge looked at him more abjectly, to his own sense, than 
ever at any one—even at Isabel when she frightened him. “I 
don’t get on. I speak,’ he said—‘since I’ve spoken to you.” 


“Oh we shan’t hurt you!” the young man reassuringly laughed. — 
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_ The twilight meanwhile had sensibly thickened, the end of the 
‘visit was indicated. They turned together out of the upper room 
‘and came down the narrow stair. The words just exchanged might 
have been felt as producing an awkwardness which the young 
woman gracefully felt the impulse to dissipate. “You must rather 
wonder why we’ve come.” And it was the first note for Gedge of 
a further awkwardness—as if he had definitely heard it make the 
husband’s hand, in a full pocket, begin to fumble. 

It was even a little awkwardly that the husband still held off. 
“Oh we like it as it is. There’s always something.” With which they 
had approached the door of egress. 

“What is there, please?” asked Morris Gedge, not yet open- 
ing the door, since he would fain have kept the pair on, and con- 
scious only for a moment after he had spoken that his question was 
just having for the young man too dreadfully wrong a sound. This 
personage wondered yet feared, and had evidently for some min- 
utes been putting himself a question; so that, with his preoccupa- 
tion, the caretaker’s words had represented to him inevitably: 
“What is there, please, for me?” Gedge already knew with it more- 

‘over that he wasn’t stopping him in time. He had uttered that 
challenge to show he himself wasn’t afraid, and he must have had 
in consequence, he was subsequently to reflect, a lamentable air 
of waiting. 

The visitor’s hand came out. “I hope I may take the lib- 
erty—?” What afterwards happened our friend scarcely knew, for 
it fell into a slight confusion, the confusion of a queer gleam of 

_gold—a sovereign fairly thrust at him; of a quick, almost violent 
motion on his own part, which, to make the matter worse, might 

well have sent the money rolling on the floor; and then of marked 
blushes all round and a sensible embarrassment; producing in- 

deed in turn rather oddly and ever so quickly an increase of com- 
munion. It was as if the young man had offered him money to make 
up to him for having, as it were, led him on, and then, perceiving 
the mistake, but liking him the better for his refusal, had wanted _ 
- to obliterate this aggravation of his original wrong. He had done so, 
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presently, while Gedge got the door open, by saying the best things . 
he could, and by saying it frankly and gaily. “Luckily it doesn’t 
at all affect the work!” . 

The small town-street, quiet and empty in the summer eventidell 
stretched to right and left, with a gabled and timbered house or — 
two, and fairly seemed to have cleared itself to congruity with the 
historic void over which our friends, lingering an instant to con-_ 
verse, looked at each other. The young wife, rather, looked about 
a moment at all there wasn’t to be seen, and then, before Gedge had 
found a reply to her husband’s remark, uttered, evidently in the 
interest of conciliation, a little question of her own that she tried to 
make earnest. “It’s our unfortunate ignorance, you mean, that 
doesn’t?” 

“Unfortunate or fortunate. I like it so,” said the husband. 
“¢The play’s the thing.’ Let the author alone.” 

Gedge, with his key on his forefinger, leaned against the door- 
post, took in the stupid little street and was sorry to see them go 
—they seemed so to abandon him. “That’s just what They won’t 
do—nor let me do. It’s all I want—to let the author alone. 
Practically”’—he felt himself getting the last of his chance— 
“there 7s no author; that is for us to deal with. There are all the 
immortal people—in the work; but there’s nobody else.” 

“Yes,” said the young man—“that’s what it comes to. There 
should really, to clear the matter up, be no such Person.” 

“As you say,” Gedge returned, “it’s what it comes to. There is” 
no such Person.” 

The evening air listened, in the warm thick midland stillness, 
while the wife’s little cry rang out. “But wasn’t there—?” 

“There was somebody,” said Gedge against the door-post. “But 
They’ve killed Him. And, dead as He is, They keep it up, They do 
it over again, They kill Him every day.” 

_ He was aware of saying this so grimly—more than he wished 
—that his companions exchanged a glance and even perhaps 
looked as if they felt him extravagant. That was really the way 
Isabel had warned him all the others would be looking if he 
should talk to Them as he talked to her. He liked, however, for 
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‘that matter, to hear how he should sound when pronounced in- 
capable through deterioration of the brain. “Then if there’s no 
author, if there’s nothing to be said but that there isn’t anybody,” 
the young woman smilingly asked, ‘“‘why in the world should there 
be a house?” 

“There shouldn’t,” said Morris Gedge. 

_ Decidedly, yes, he affected the young man. “Oh, I don’t say, 
mind you, that you should pull it down!” 

“Then where would you go?” their companion sweetly en- 
quired. 

“That’s what my wife asks,” Gedge returned. 

“Then keep it up, keep it up!” And the husband held out his 

_hand. 

“That’s what my wife says,” Gedge went on as he shook it. 

The young woman, charming creature, emulated the other vis- 
itor; she offered their remarkable friend her handshake. ‘Then 
mind your wife.” 

_ The poor man faced her gravely. “I would if she were such a 
wife as you!” 


VI. 


Ir Hap made for him, all the same, an immense difference; it 

had given him an extraordinary lift, so that a certain sweet after- 
taste of his freedom might a couple of months later have been 
_ suspected of aiding to produce for him another and really a more 
considerable adventure. It was an absurd way to reason, but he 
_ had been, to his imagination, for twenty minutes in good society 
_—that being the term that best described for him the company 
_ of people to whom he hadn’t to talk, as he phrased it, rot. It was 

his title to good society that he had, in his doubtless awkward 
_ way affirmed; and the difficulty was just that, having affirmed it, 
; he couldn’t take back the affirmation. Few things had happened 
‘ to him in life, that is few that were agreeable, but at least this 
had, and he wasn’t so constructed that he could go on as if it 
4 hadn’t. It was going on as if it had, however, that landed him, 
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alas! in Me situation unmistakeably marked by a visit ftom $ 
Grant-Jackson late one afternoon toward the end of October. This — 
had been the hour of the call of the young Americans. Every day — 
that hour had come round something of the deep throb of it, the — 
successful secret, woke up; but the two occasions were, of a truth, 
related only by being so intensely opposed. The secret had been 
successful in that he had said nothing of it to Isabel, who, occu- 
pied in their own quarter while the incident lasted, had neither 
heard the visitors arrive nor seen them depart. It was on the other 
hand scarcely successful in guarding itself from indirect betrayals. 
There were two persons in the world at least who felt as he did; 
they were persons also who had treated him, benignly, as feeling 
after their style; who had been ready in fact to overflow in gifts 
as a sign of it, and though they were now off in space they were — 
still with him sufficiently in spirit to make him play, as it were, 
with the sense of their sympathy. This in turn made him, as he 
was perfectly aware, more than a shade or two reckless, so that, in 
his reaction from that gluttony of the public for false facts which 
had from the first tormented him, he fell into the habit of sailing, 
as he would have said, too near the wind, or in other words—all in 
presence of the people—of washing his hands of the legend. He 
had crossed the line—he knew it; he had struck wild—They drove 
him to it; he had substituted, by a succession of uncontrollable 
profanities, an attitude that couldn’t be understood for an attitude 
that but too evidently kad been. 

This was of course the franker line, only he hadn’t taken it, 
alas! for frankness—hadn’t in the least really adopted it at all, 
but had been simply himself caught up and disposed of by it, . 
hurled by his fate against the bedizened walls of the temple, quite 
in the way of a priest possessed to excess of the god, or, more vul- 
garly, that of a blind bull in a china-shop—an animal to which he 
often compared himself. He had let himself fatally go, in fine, just 
for irritation, for rage, having, in his predicament, nothing what- 
ever to do with frankness—a luxury reserved for quite other situ- 
ations. It had always been his view that one lived to learn; he had | 
learned something every hour of his life, though people mostly — 
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“never knew what, in spite of its having generally been—hadn’t 
it?—at somebody’s expense. What he was at present continually 
learning was the sense of a form of words heretofore so vain— 
the famous “false position” that had so often helped out a phrase. 
One used names in that way without knowing what they were 
worth; then of a sudden, one fine day, their meaning grew bitter 
in the mouth. This was a truth with the relish of which his fire- 
side hours were occupied, and he was aware of how much it ex- 
posed a man to look so perpetually as if something had disagreed 
with him. The look to be worn at the Birthplace was properly the 
beatific, and when once it had fairly been missed by those who 
took it for granted, who indeed paid sixpence for it—like the 

_ table-wine in provincial France it was compris—one would be 
sure to have news of the remark. 
News accordingly was what Gedge had been expecting—and 
what he knew, above all, had been expected by his wife, who had 
a way of sitting at present as with an ear for a certain knock. She 
didn’t watch him, didn’t follow him about the house, at the public 
hours, to spy upon his treachery; and that could touch him even 
though her averted eyes went through him more than her fixed. 
Her mistrust was so perfectly expressed by her manner of showing 
she trusted that he never felt so nervous, never tried so to keep 
straight, as when she most let him alone. When the crowd thick- 
ened and they had of necessity to receive together he tried him- 
self to get off by allowing her as much as possible the word. When 
' people appealed to him he turned to her—and with more of cere- 
mony than their relation warranted: he couldn’t help this either, 
if it seemed ironic—as to the person most concerned or most com- 
_ petent. He flattered himself at these moments that no one would 
_ have guessed her being his wife; especially as, to do her justice, 
she met his manner with a wonderful grim bravado—grim, so to 
say, for himself, grim by its outrageous cheerfulness for the 

simple-minded. The lore she did produce for them, the associa- 

tions of the sacred spot she developed, multiplied, embroidered ; 
_ the things in short she said and the stupendous way she said them! 
_ She wasn’t a bit ashamed, since why need virtue be ever ashamed? 
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It was virtue, for it put bread into his mouth—he meanwhile on 
his side taking it out of hers. He had seen Grant-Jackson on the 
October day in the Birthplace itself—the right setting of course 
for such an interview; and what had occurred was that, precisely, 
when the scene had ended and he had come back to their own ~ 
sitting-room, the question she put to him for information was: — 
“Fave you settled it that I’m to starve?” 

She had for a long time said nothing to him so straight—which 
was but a proof of her real anxiety; the straightness of Grant- 
Jackson’s visit, following on the very slight sinuosity of a note | 
shortly before received from him, made tension show for what it 
was. By this time, really, however, his decision had been taken; 
the minutes elapsing between his reappearance at the domestic 
fireside and his having, from the other threshold, seen Grant- 
Jackson’s broad well-fitted back, the back of a banker and a pa- 
triot, move away, had, though few, presented themselves to him 
as supremely critical. They formed, as it were, the hinge of his 
door, that door actually ajar so as to show him a possible fate be- 
yond it, but which, with his hand, in a spasm, thus tightening on 
the knob, he might either open wide or close partly or altogether. 
He stood at autumn dusk in the little museum that constituted | 
the vestibule of the temple, and there, as with a concentrated push 
at the crank of a windlass, he brought himself round. The por- 
traits on the walls seemed vaguely to watch for it; it was in their 
august presence—kept dimly august for the moment by Grant- 
Jackson’s impressive check of his application of a match to the 
vulgar gas—that the great man had uttered, as if it said all, his — 
“You know, my dear fellow, really—!” He had managed it with. 
the special tact of a fat man, always, when there was any, very 
fine; he had got the most out of the time, the place, the setting, all 
the little massed admonitions and symbols; confronted there with 
his victim on the spot that he took occasion to name afresh as, to 
his piety and patriotism, the most sacred on earth, he had given 
it to be understood that in the first place he was lost in amaze- 
ment and that in the second he expected a single warning now to | 
_ suffice. Not to insist too much moreover on the question of grati- 
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3 tude, he would let his remonstrance rest, if need be, solely on the | 
_ question of taste. As a matter of taste alone—! But he was surely 
- not to be obliged to follow that up. Poor Gedge indeed would have 
been sorry to oblige him, for he saw it was exactly to the atrocious 
taste of unthankfulness the allusion was made. When he said he 
_ wouldn’t dwell on what the fortunate occupant of the post owed 
him for the stout battle originally fought on his behalf, he simply 
meant he would. That was his tact—which, with everything else 
that has been mentioned, in the scene, to help, really had the 
ground to itself. The day kad been when Gedge couldn’t have 
thanked him enough—though he had thanked him, he_consid- 
ered, almost fulsomely—and nothing, nothing that he could co- 
_ herently or reputably name, had happened since then. From the 
moment he was pulled up, in short, he had no cate, and if he ex- 
hibited, instead of one, only hot tears in his eyes, the mystic gloom 
_ of the temple either prevented his friend from seeing them or ren- 
dered it possible that they stood for remorse. He had dried them, 
with the pads formed by the base of his bony thumbs, before he 
_ went in to Isabel. This was the more fortunate as, in spite of her 
enquiry, prompt and pointed, he but moved about the room look- 
ing at her hard. Then he stood before the fire a little with his 
hands behind him and his coat-tails divided, quite as the person 
- in permanent possession. It was an indication his wife appeared 
to take in; but she put nevertheless presently another question. 
“You object to telling me what he said?” 
“He said ‘You know, my dear fellow, really— 
“And is that all?” 
“Practically. Except that I’m a thankless beast.” 
“Well!” she responded, not with dissent. 
“Vou mean that I am?” 
“Are those the words he used?” she asked with a scruple. 
Gedge continued to think. “The words he used were that I give 
away the Show and that, from several sources, it has come round 
to Them.” | 
_ “As of course a baby would have known! » And then as her hus- 
& band said nothing: “Were those the words he used?” 
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“Absolutely. He couldn’t have used better ones.” 

“Tid he call it,’ Mrs. Gedge enquired, “the ‘Show’?” 


““Of course he did. The Biggest on Earth.” 





She winced, looking at him hard—she wondered, but only for a 2 


moment. “Well, it zs.” 


“Then it’s something,’ Gedge went on, “to have given that 


away. But,” he added, “I’ve taken it back.” 

“You mean you’ve been convinced?” 

“T mean I’ve been scared.” 

“At last, at last!” she gratefully breathed. 

“Oh it was easily done. It was only two words. But here I 
am.” 

Her face was now less hard for him. ‘““And what two words?” 

“ ‘You know, Mr. Gedge, that it simply won’t do.’ That was al 
But it was the way such a man says them.” 

“T’m glad then,” Mrs. Gedge frankly averred, “that he is such 
a man. How did you ever think it could do?” 

“Well, it was my critical sense. I didn’t ever know I had one 
—till They came and (by putting me here) waked it up in me. 
Then I had somehow, don’t you see? to live with it; and I seemed 
to feel that, with one thing and another, giving it time and in the 
long run, it might, it ought to, come out on top of the heap. Now 
that’s where, he says, it simply won’t ‘do.’ So I must put it—I 
have put it—at the bottom.” 

““A very good place then for a critical sense!” And Isabel, more 


placidly now, folded her work. “Jf, that is, you can only keep it 


there. If it doesn’t struggle up again.” 


“Tt can’t struggle.” He was still before the fire, looking round — 
at the warm low room, peaceful in the lamplight, with the hum > 


of the kettle for the ear, with the curtain drawn over the leaded 
casement, a short moreen curtain artfully chosen by Isabel for 
the effect of the olden time, its virtue of letting the light within 
show ruddy to the street. “It’s dead,” he went on; “TI killed it just 
now.” 

He really spoke so that she wondered. “Just now?” 


“There in the other place—I strangled it, poor thing, in the — 
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fark, Tf ent go out and see, there must be blood. Which, in- 
deed,”’ he added, “‘on an altar of sacrifice, is all right. But the 
place is for ever spattered.” 

“T don’t want to go out and see.”’ She locked her hands over 
the needlework folded on her knee, and he knew, with her eyes 
on him, that a look he had seen before was in her face. “You’re 
off your head, you know, my dear, in a way.” Then, however, more 
cheeringly: “It’s a good job it hasn’t been too late.” 

“Too late to get it under?” 

“Too late for Them to give you the second chance that I thank 
God you accept.” . 

“Yes, if it had been—!” And he looked away as through the 
ruddy curtain and into the chill street. Then he faced her again. 
“Pye scarcely got over my fright yet. I mean,” he went on, “for 
you.” 

“And I mean for you. Suppose what you had come to announce 
to me now were that we had got the sack. How should I enjoy, do 
you think, seeing you turned out? Yes, out there!’’ she added as 
his eyes again moved from their little warm circle to the night of 
early winter on the other side of the pane, to the rare quick foot- 
steps, to the closed doors, to the curtains drawn like their own, 
behind which the small flat town, intrinsically dull, was sitting 
down to supper. 

He stiffened himself as he warmed his back; he held up his 
head, shaking himself a little as if to shake the stoop out of his 
shoulders, but he had to allow she was right. “What would have 
become of us?” 

“What indeed? We should have begged our bread—or I 
should be taking in washing.” 

He was silent a little. “I’m too old. I should have begun 
sooner.” 

“Oh God forbid!” she cried. 

“The pinch,” he pursued, “is that I can do nothing else.” 

“Nothing whatever!” she agreed with elation. 

“Whereas here—if I cultivate it—I perhaps can still lie. But 
I must cultivate it.” 
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“Oh you old dear!” And she got up to kiss him. » 
“T’ll do my best,” he said. 


VII 


“Do you remember us?” the gentleman asked and smiled—with 
the lady beside him smiling too; speaking so much less as an ~ 
earnest pilgrim or as a tiresome tourist than as an old acquaint- 
_ance. It was history repeating itself as Gedge had somehow never 
expected, with almost everything the same except that the eve- 
ning was now a mild April-end, except that the visitors had put 
off mourning and showed all their bravery—besides showing, as 
he doubtless did himself, though so differently, for a little older; 
except, above all, that—oh seeing them again suddenly affected 
him not a bit as the thing he’d have supposed it. ‘““We’re in Eng- 
land again and we were near; I’ve a brother at Oxford with Niet 
we've been spending a day, so that we thought we’d come over.’ 
This the young man pleasantly said while our friend took in the 
queer fact that-he must himself seem to them rather coldly to 
gape. They had come in the same way at the quiet close; another 
August had passed, and this was the second spring; the Birth- 
place, given the hour, was about to suspend operations till the 
morrow; the last lingerer had gone and the fancy of the visitors 
was once more for a look round by themselves. This represented 
surely no greater presumption than the terms on which they had 
last parted with him seemed to warrant; so that if he did inconse- 
quently stare it was just in fact because he was so supremely far 
from having forgotten them. But the sight of the pair luckily hada | 
double effect, and the first precipitated the second—the second 
_ being really his sudden vision that everything perhaps depended 
for him on his recognising no complication. He must go straight 
on, since it was what had for more than a year now so handsomely 
answered; he must brazen it out consistently, since that only was 
_ what his dignity was at last reduced to. He mustn’t be afraid in 

one way any more than hevhad been in another; besides which it 
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came over him to the point of his flushing for it that their visit, in 
its essence, must have been for himself. It was good society again, 
and they were the same. It wasn’t for him therefore to behave as 
if he couldn’t meet them. 
_ These deep vibrations, on Gedge’s part, were as quick as they 
were deep; they came in fact all at once, so that his response, his 
declaration that it was all right—“Oh rather; the hour doesn’t 
matter for you/”—had hung fire but an instant; and when they: ' 
were well across the threshold and the door Accel behind them, 
housed in the twilight of the temple, where, as before, the votive 
offerings glimmered on the walls, he drew the long breath of one 
who might by a self-betrayal have done something too dreadful. 
For what had brought them back was indubitably not the glamour 
of the shrine itself—since he had had a glimpse of their analysis 
of that quantity; but their critical (not to say their sentimental) 
interest in the queer case of the priest. Their call was the tribute 
of curiosity, of sympathy, of a compassion really, as such things 
went, exquisite—a tribute to that queerness which entitled them 
to the frankest welcome. They had wanted, for the generous won- 
der of it, to judge how he was getting on, how such a man in sucha 
place could; and they had doubtless more than half-expected to 
see the door opened by somebody who had succeeded him. Well, 
somebody kad—only with a strange equivocation; as they would 
have, poor things, to make out themselves, an embarrassment for 
_ which he pitied them. Nothing could have been more odd, but 
verily it was this troubled vision of their possible bewilderment, 
and this compunctious view of such a return for their amenity, 
that practically determined in him his tone. The lapse of the 
months had but made their name familiar to him; they had on the 
other occasion inscribed it, among the thousand names, in the cur- 
rent public register, and he had since then, for reasons of his own, 
reasons of feeling, again and again turned back to it. It was noth- 
ing in itself; it told him nothing—‘“Mr. and Mrs. B. D. Hayes, 
: New geek one of those American labels that were just like 
‘ every other American label and that were precisely the most re- 
_. markable thing about people reduced to achieving an identity in 
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such other ways. They could be Mr. and Mrs. B. D. Hayes and : 


yet could be, with all presumptions missing—well, what these 
callers were. It had quickly enough indeed cleared the situation a 
little further that his friends had absolutely, the other time, as it 
came back to him, warned him of his original danger, their anxiety 
about which had been the last note sounded among them. What 
he was afraid of, with this reminiscence, was that, finding him still 
safe, they would, the next thing, definitely congratulate him and 
perhaps even, no less candidly, ask him how he had managed. It 
was with the sense of nipping some such enquiry in the bud that, 
losing no time and holding himself with a firm grip, he began on 
the spot, downstairs, to make plain to them how he had managed. 
He routed the possibility of the question in short by the assur- 
ance of his answer. “Yes, yes, I’m still here; I suppose it is in a 
manner to one’s profit that one does, such as it is, one’s best.” 
He did his best on the present occasion, did it with the gravest 
face he had ever worn and a soft serenity that was like a large 
damp sponge passed over their previous meeting—over everything 
in it, that is, but the fact of its pleasantness. 

“We stand here, you see, in the old living-room, happily still 
to be reconstructed in the mind’s eye, in spite of the havoc of time, 
which we have fortunately of late years been able to arrest. It 
was of course rude and humble, but it must have been snug and 
quaint, and we have at least the pleasure of knowing that the tra- 
dition in respect to the features that do remain is delightfully 
uninterrupted. Across that threshold He habitually passed; 
through those low windows, in childhood, He peered out into the 
world that He was to make so much happier by the gift to it of His 
genius; over the boards of this floor—that is over some of them, 
for we mustn’t be carried away!—his little feet often pattered; 
and the beams of this ceiling (we must really in some places take 
care of our heads!) he endeavoured, in boyish strife, to jump up 
.and touch. It’s not often that in the early home of genius and re- 
nown the whole tenor of existence is laid so bare, not often that 
wwe are able to retrace, from point to point and from step to step, 
its connexion with objects, with influences—to build it round 
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again with the little solid facts out of which it sprang. This there- 
fore, I need scarcely remind you, is what makes the small space 
between these walls—so modest to measurement, so insignificant 
of aspect—unique on all the earth. There’s nothing like it,” Morris 
Gedge went on, insisting as solemnly and softly, for his bewildered 
hearers, as over a pulpit-edge; “there’s nothing at all like it any- 
where in the world. There’s nothing, only reflect, for the combina- 
tion of greatness and, as we venture to say, of intimacy. You may 
find elsewhere perhaps absolutely fewer changes, but where shall 
you find a Presence equally diffused, uncontested and undis- | 
turbed? Where in particular shall you find, on the part of the abid- 
ing spirit, an equally towering eminence? You may find elsewhere 


eminence of a considerable order, but where shall you find with 


it, don’t you see, changes after all so few and the contemporary 
element caught so, as it were, in the very fact?” His visitors, at 
first confounded but gradually spellbound, were still gaping with 
the universal gape—wondering, he judged, into what strange 
pleasantry he had been suddenly moved to explode, and yet be- 
ginning to see in him an intention beyond a joke, so that they 
started, at this point, they almost jumped, when, by as rapid a 
transition, he made, toward the old fireplace, a dash that seemed 
to illustrate precisely the act of eager catching. “Tt is in this old 
chimney-corner, the quaint inglenook of our ancestors—just there 
in the far angle, where His little stool was placed, and where, I 
dare say, if we could look close enough, we should find the hearth- 
stone scraped with His little feet—that we see the inconceivable 
child gazing into the blaze of the old oaken logs and making out 
there pictures and stories, see Him conning, with curly bent head, 
His well-worn hornbook, or poring over some scrap of an ancient 
ballad, some page of some such rudely-bound volume of chronicles 
as lay, we may be sure, in His father’s window-seat.” 

It was, he even himself felt at this moment, wonderfully done; 
no auditors, for all his thousands, had ever yet so inspired him. 
The odd slightly alarmed shyness in the two faces, as if in a 


drawing-room, in their “good society” exactly, some act incon- 


gruous, something grazing the indecent, had abruptly been per- 


Oe eae ae Ce ei tig Rare ne ane RL Ae ee eke et RR ca 
I Ra eas eee Aen ee se Pa 


% 
4 


268 SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES \ 


 petrated, the painful reality of which stayed itself before coming 


home—the visible effect on his friends in fine wound him up as to 
the sense that they were worth the trick. It came of itself now— 
he had got it so by heart; but perhaps really it had never come so 
well, with the staleness so disguised, the interest so renewed and 
the clerical unction demanded by the priestly character so success- 
fully distilled. Mr. Hayes of New York had more than once looked 
at his wife, and Mrs. Hayes of New York had more than once 
looked at her husband—only, up to now, with a stolen glance, 
with eyes it hadn’t been easy to detach from the remarkable coun- 
tenance by the aid of which their entertainer held them. At pres- 
ent, however, after an exchange less furtive, they ventured on a 
sign that they hadn’t been appealed to in vain. “Charming, charm- 
ing, Mr. Gedge!” Mr. Hayes broke out. “We feel that we’ve 
caught you in the mood.” 

His wife hastened to assent—it eased the tension. “It would 





be quite the way; except,” she smiled, “that you’d be too dan- | 


gerous. You’ve really a genius!” 

Gedge looked at her hard, but yielding no inch, even though 
she touched him there at a point of consciousness that quivered. 
This was the prodigy for him, and had been, the year through 
—that he did it all, he found, easily, did it better than he had 
done anything else in life; with so high and broad an effect, in 
truth, an inspiration so rich and free, that his poor wife now, 


literally, had been moved more than once to fresh fear. She had © 


had her bad moments, he knew, after taking the measure of his 
new direction—moments of readjusted suspicion in which she 
wondered if he hadn’t simply adopted another, a different per- 
versity. There would be more than one fashion of giving away the 
Show, and wasn’t this perhaps a question of giving it away by ex- 
cess? He could dish them by too much romance as well as by too 
little; she hadn’t hitherto fairly grasped that there might be too 
much. It was a way like another, at any rate, of reducing the place 
to the absurd; which reduction, if he didn’t look out, would re- 
duce them again to the prospect of the streets, and this time surely 
without appeal. It all depended indeed—he knew she knew that— 
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‘on how much Grant-Jackson and the others, how much the Body, 
in a word, would take. He knew she knew what he himself held it 


" would take—that he considered no limit could be imputed to the 


quantity. They simply wanted it piled up, and so did every one 
else; wherefore if no one reported him as before why where They 
to be uneasy? It was in consequence of idiots tempted to reason 
that he had been dealt with before; but as there was now no form 
of idiocy that he didn’t systematically flatter, goading it on really 
to its own private doom, who was ever to pull the string of the 
guillotine? The axe was in the air—yes; but ina world gorged to 
satiety there were no revolutions. And it had been vain for Isabel 
to ask if the other thunder-growl also hadn’t come out of the blue. 
There was actually proof positive that the winds were now at rest. 
How could they be more so?—he appealed to the receipts. These 
were golden days—the Show had never so flourished. So he had 
argued, so he was arguing still—and, it had to be owned, with 
every appearance in his favour. Yet if he inwardly winced at the 
tribute to his plausibility rendered by his flushed friends, this 
was because he felt in it the real ground of his optimism. The 
charming woman before him acknowledged his “genius” as he 
himself had had to do. He had been surprised at his facility until 
he had grown used to it. Whether or no he had, as a fresh menace 
to his future, found a new perversity, he had found a vocation 
much older, evidently, than he had at first been prepared to recog- 
nise. He had done himself injustice. He liked to be brave because 
it came so easy; he could measure it off by the yard. It was in the 


- Birthroom, above all, that he continued to do this, having ushered 


up his companions without, as he was still more elated to feel, 
the turn of a hair. She might take it as she liked, but he had had 


_ the lucidity—all, that is, for his own safety—to meet without the 


y 





grace of an answer the homage of her beautiful smile. She took it 
apparently, and her husband took it, but as a part of his odd hu- 
mour, and they followed him aloft with faces now a little more 
responsive to the manner in which on that spot he would naturally 
come out. He came out, according to the word of his assured pri- 
vate receipt, “strong.” He missed a little, in truth, the usual 
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; 
round-eyed question from them—the inveterate artless cue with 


which, from moment to moment, clustered troops had for a year 
obliged him. Mr. and Mrs. Hayes were from New York, but it was 
a little like singing, as he had heard one of his Americans once say 
about something, to a Boston audience. He did none the less what 
he could, and it was ever his practice to stop still at a certain spot 
in the room and, after having secured attention by look and ges- 
ture, suddenly shoot off: “Here!” 





a 
? 


They always understood, the good people—he could fairly love 


them: now for it; they always said breathlessly and unanimously 
“There?” and stared down at the designated point quite as if some 
trace of the grand event were still to be made out. This movement 
produced he again looked round. “Consider it well: the spot of 
earth—!” “Oh but it isn’t earth/” the boldest spirit—there was 
always a boldest—would generally pipe out. Then the guardian of 
the Birthplace would be truly superior—as if the unfortunate had 
figured the Immortal coming up, like a potato, through the soil. 
“T’m not suggesting that He was born on the bare ground. He 
was born dere/””—with an uncompromising dig of his heel. ““There 
ought to be a brass, with an inscription, let in.” “Into the floor?” 
—it always came. “Birth and burial: seedtime, summer, autumn!” 
—that always, with its special right cadence, thanks to his unfail- 
ing spring, came too. “Why not as well as into the pavement of 
the church?—you’ve seen our grand old church?” The former of 
which questions nobody ever answered—abounding, on the other 
hand, to make up, in relation to the latter. Mr. and Mrs. Hayes 
even were at first left dumb by it—not indeed, to do them justice, 
having uttered the word that called for it. They had uttered no 
word while he kept the game up, and (though that made it a little 
more difficult) he could yet stand triumphant before them after 
he had finished with his flourish. Only then it was that Mr. Hayes 
of New York broke silence. 

“Well, if we wanted to see I think I may say we’re quite satis- 
fied. As my wife says, it would seem your line.” He spoke now, 
visibly, with more ease, as if a light had come: though he made no 
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_ joke of it, for a reason that presently appeared. They were coming 


down the little stair, and it was on the descent that his companion 
added her word. . 
“Do you know what we half did think—?” And then to her 
husband: “Is it dreadful to tell him?” They were in the room be- 
low, and the young woman, also relieved, expressed the feeling 
with gaiety. She smiled as before at Morris Gedge, treating him as 
a person with whom relations were possible, yet remaining just 
uncertain enough to invoke Mr. Hayes’s opinion. “We have aw- 
fully wanted—from what we had heard.’”’ But she met her hus- 
band’s graver face; he was not quite out of the wood. At this she 
was slightly flurried—but she cut it short. “You must know—don’t 
you?—that, with the crowds who listen to you, we’d have heard.” 
He looked from one to the other, and once more again, with 
force, something came over him. They had kept him ‘in mind, 
they were neither ashamed nor afraid to show it, and it was posi- 
tively an interest on the part of this charming creature and this 
keen cautious gentleman, an interesting resisting oblivion and 
surviving separation, that had governed their return. Their 
other visit had been the brightest thing that had ever happened 
to him, but this was the gravest; so that at the end of a minute 
something broke in him and his mask dropped of itself. He 
chucked, as he would have said, consistency; which, in its extinc- 


g tion, left the tears in his eyes. His smile was therefore queer. 
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“Heard how I’m going it?” 

The young man, though still looking at him hard, felt sure, with 
this, of his own ground. “Of course you’re tremendously talked 
about. You’ve gone round the world.” 

“You've heard of me in America?” 

“Why almost of nothing else!” 

“That was what made us feel—!” Mrs. Hayes contributed. 

“That you must see for yourselves?” Again he compared, poor 


Gedge, their faces. “Do you mean I excite—a—scandal?”’ 


“Dear no! Admiration. You renew so,” the young man observed, 


“the interest.” 


\ 


Sabie acct lant, 


“Ah there it is!” Said Gedge with eyes of avcataes that seemed 

_ to rest beyond the Atlantic. _ 

“They listen, month after month, when they’re out here, as you q 
must have seen; then they go home and talk. But they sing your 
praise.” 

Our friend could scarce take it in. “Over there!” 

“Over there. I think you must be even in the papers.” 

“Without abuse?” 

“Oh we don’t abuse every one.” 

Mrs. Hayes, in her beauty, it was clear, stretched the point. 
“They rave about you.” 

“Then they don’t know?” 

“Nobody knows,” the young man ecleme: “Gt wasn’t any one’s 
knowledge, at any rate, that made us uneasy.” 

“It was your own? I mean your own sense?” : 

“Well, call it that. We remembered, and we wondered what 






had happened. So,” Mr. Hayes now frankly laughed, “we came 


to see.” 
Gedge stared Geougs his’ film of tears. “Came from America to 
see me?” 
“Oh a part of the way. But we wouldn’t, in England, have 
missed you.” 
“And now we haven’t!” the young woman soothingly added. 
Gedge still could only gape at the candour of the tribute. But he 
tried to meet them—it was what was least poor for him—in their 
own key. “Well, how do you like it?” 
Mrs. Hayes, he thought—if their eur ths were important— 
laughed a little nervously. “Oh you see.’ 
Once more he looked from one to the other. “It’s too beastly — 
easy, you know.” \ 
Her husband raised his eyebrows. “You conceal your art. The 


-emotion—yes; that must be easy; the general tone must flow. 


But about your facts—you’ve so many: how do you get them 
through?” 
Gedge wondered. “You think I get too many—?” 








At this they were amused together. “‘That’s just what we came 

; to see!” : 

> “well, you know, I’ve felt my way; I’ve gone step by step; you 

_ wouldn’t believe how I’ve tried it on. Tis—where you see me— 

is where I’ve come out.” After which, as they said nothing: “You 

hadn’t thought I could come out?” 
Again they just waited, but the husband spoke: “Are you so 
_ awfully sure you are out?” ; 

Gedge drew himself up in the manner of his moments of emotion, 
almost conscious even that, with his sloping shoulders, his long 
~ Jean neck and his nose so prominent in proportion to other matters, 

he resembled the more a giraffe. It was now at last he really caught 
on. “I may be in danger again—and the danger is what has moved 
_ you? Oh!” the poor man fairly moaned. His appreciation of it 
_ quite weakened him, yet he pulled himself together. ‘““You’ve your 

_ view of my danger?” 

It was wondrous how, with that note definitely sounded, the air 





was cleared. Lucid Mr. Hayes, at the end of a minute, had put 


the thing in a nutshell. “I don’t know what you'll think of us—for 
being so beastly curious.” 

“T think,” poor Gedge grimaced, “you’re only too beastly kind.” 

“Tt’s all your own fault,” his friend returned, “for presenting us 
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4 
_ (who are not idiots, say) with so striking a picture of a crisis. At ; 
ra 


~ our other visit, you remember,” he smiled, “you created an anxiety 
for the opposite reason. Therefore if t#is should again be a crisis 
for you, you’d really give us the case with an ideal completeness.” 
“You make me wish,” said Morris Gedge, “that it might be 
one.” 
“Well, don’t try—for our amusement—to bring one on. I don’t 
see, you know, how you can have much margin. Take care—take 
® care.” 
__ Gedge did it pensive justice. “Yes, that was what you said a 
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_ year ago. You did me the honour to be uneasy—as my wife was.” — 
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“No—since you do ask. Ske fears at least that I go too far; she | 
doesn’t believe in my margin. You see we /ad our scare after your — 
visit. They came down.” 

His friends were all interest. “Ah! They came down?” 

“Heavy. They brought me down. That’s why—” 

“Why you are down?” Mrs. Hayes sweetly demanded. 

“Ah but my dear man,” her husband interposed, “you’re not _ 
down; you’re up/ You’re only up a different tree, but you’re up 
at the tip-top.” 

“You mean I take it too high?” 

“That’s exactly the question,” the young man answered; ‘“‘and a 
the possibility, as matching your first danger, is just what we felt 
we couldn’t, if you didn’t mind, miss the measure of.” 

Gedge gazed at him. “I feel that I know what you at bottom 
hoped.” 

“We at bottom ‘hope,’ surely, that you’re all right?” 

“Tn spite of the fool it makes of every one?” 

Mr. Hayes of New York smiled. “Say because of that. We only 
ask to believe every one is a fool!” 

“Only you haven’t been, without reassurance, able to imagine 
fools of the size that my case demands?” And Gedge had a pause 
while, as if on the chance of some proof, his companion waited. 
“Well, I won’t pretend to you that your anxiety hasn’t made me, 
doesn’t threaten to make me, a bit nervous; though I don’t quite 
understand it if, as you say, people but rave about me.” 

“Oh that report was from the other side; people in our country 
so very easily rave. You’ve seen small children laugh to shrieks 
when tickled in a new place. So there are amiable millions with us 
who are but small shrieking children. They perpetually present — 
new places for the tickler. What we’ve seen in further lights,” 
Mr. Hayes good-humouredly pursued, ‘“‘is your people Aere—the — 
Committee, the Board, or whatever the powers to whom you’re 
responsible.” 

“Call them my friend Grant-Jackson then—my original backer, 
though I admit for that reason perhaps my most formidable critic. 
It’s with him practically I deal; or rather it’s by him I’m dealt 
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with—was dealt with before. I stand or fall by him. But he has 


- given me my head.” 


“Mayn’t he then want you,” Mrs. Hayes enquired, “just to show 
as flagrantly running away.” 
“Of course—I see what you mean. I’m riding, blindly, for a fall, 


_ and They’re watching (to be tender of me!) for the smash that 


may come of itself. It’s Machiavellic—but everything’s possible. 
And what did you just now mean,” Gedge asked—“especially if 
you’ve only heard of my prosperity—by your ‘further lights’?”” 

His friends for an instant looked embarrassed, but Mr. Hayes 
came to the point. ““We’ve heard of your prosperity, but we’ve also, 
remember, within a few minutes, heard you.” 

“T was determined you should,’ said Gedge. “I’m good then 
—but I overdo?” His strained grin was still sceptical. 

Thus challenged, at any rate, his visitor pronounced. “Well, if 
you don’t; if at the end of six months more it’s clear that you 
haven’t overdone; then, then—” 

“Then what?” 

“Then it’s great.” 

“But it is great—greater than anything of the sort ever was. 
I overdo, thank goodness, yes; or I would if it were a thing you 
could.” 

“Oh well, if there’s proof that you can’t—!” With which and an 
expressive gesture Mr. Hayes threw up his fears. 

His wife, however, for a moment seemed unable to let them go. 
“Don’t They want then any truth?—none even for the mere look 
of it?” 

“The look of it,” said Morris Gedge, “is what I give!” 

It made them, the others, exchange a look of their own. Then . 


she smiled. “Oh, well, if they think so—!” 


“You at least don’t? You're like my wife—which indeed, I 
remember,” Gedge added, “‘is a similarity I expressed a year ago 
the wish for! At any rate I frighten her.” 

The young husband, with an “Ah wives are terrible!” smoothed 


it over, and their visit would have failed of further excuse had not 


a ~ 


at this instant a movement at the other end of the room suddenly 
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engaged them. The evening had so nearly closed i in, though Codgea 
in the course of their talk, had lighted the lamp nearest them, that 
they had not distinguished, in connexion with the opening of the 
door of communication to the warden’s lodge, the appearance of 
another person, an eager woman who in her impatience had barely 
paused before advancing. Mrs. Gedge—her identity took but a few 


seconds to become vivid—was upon them, and she had not been © 


too late for Mr. Hayes’s last remark. Gedge saw at once that she 
had come with news; no need even, for that certitude, of her quick 
retort to the words in the air—‘You may say as well, sir, that 
they’re often, poor wives, terrified!” She knew nothing of the 
friends whom, at so unnatural an hour, he was showing about; but 
there was no livelier sign for him that this didn’t matter ee the 
possibility with which she intensely charged her “Grant-Jackson, 
to see you at once! ”—letting it, so to speak, fly in his face. ’ 

“He has been with you?” 

“Only a minute—he’s there. But it’s you he wants to see.” 

He looked at the others. “And what does he want, dear?” 

“God knows! There it is. It’s his horrid hour—it was that other 
time.” 

She had nervously turned to the others, overflowing to them, in 
her dismay, for all their strangeness—quite, as he said to himself, 
like a woman of the people. She was the bareheaded goodwife 
talking in the street about the row in the house, and it was in this 
character that he instantly introduced her: “My dear doubting 
wife, who will do her best to entertain you while I wait upon our 
friend.” And he explained to her as he could his now protesting 
companions—‘‘Mr. and Mrs. Hayes of New York, who have been 
here before.” He knew, without knowing why, that her announce- 
ment chilled him; he failed at least to see why it should chill him 
so much. His good friends had themselves been visibly affected by 
it, and heaven knew that the depths of brooding fancy in him were 
easily stirred by contact. If they had wanted a crisis they accord- 
ingly had found one, albeit they had already asked leave to retire 
before it. This he wouldn’t have. “Ah no, you must really see!” 
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“But we shan’t be able to bear it, you know,” said the young 
woman, “if it 7s to turn you out.” 

Her crudity attested her sincerity, and it was the latter, doubt- 
less, that instantly held Mrs. Gedge. “It is to turn us out.” 

“Has he told you that, madam?” Mr. Hayes enquired of her—it 
being wondrous how the breath of doom had drawn them together. 

“No, not told me; but there’s something in him there—I mean 
in his awful manner—that matches too well with other things. 


_ We’ve seen,” said the poor pale lady, ‘‘other things enough.” 
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The young woman almost clutched her. “Is his manner very 
awful?” 

“Tt’s simply the manner,” Gedge interposed, “of a very great 
man.” 

“Well, very great men,” said his wife, “are very awful things.” 

“Tt’s exactly,” he laughed, “what we’re finding out! But I 
mustn’t keep him waiting. Our friends here,” he went on, “are di- 
rectly interested. You mustn’t, mind you let them go until we 
know.” 

Mr. Hayes, however, held him; he found himself stayed. “We're 
so directly interested that I want you to understand this. If any- 
thing happens—” 

“Yes?” said Gedge, all gentle as he faltered. 

‘Well, we must set you up.” 

Mrs. Hayes quickly abounded. “Oh do come to us!” 

Again he could but take them in. They were really wonderful 
folk. And with it all but Mr. and Mrs. Hayes! It affected even 


Isabel through her alarm; though the balm, in a manner, seemed to 


foretell the wound. He had reached the threshold of his own quar- 

ters; he stood there as at the door of the chamber of judgement. 

But he laughed; at least he could be gallant in going up for sen- 
tence. “Very good then—I’ll come to you!” 


later, at the end of.the passage, from thumping with beats he could 
count. He had paused again before going in; on the other side of 
- this second door his poor future was to be let loose at him. It was 
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This was very well, but it didn’t prevent his heart, a minute — 


‘ Piao 3 (yi Vee IA y Fa > OCs ao ee <a eR a rs 
‘ a , 2 ty 7D ey xO a oe Cn, he eee 


z ee ; f . E ne At on 


278 SHORT STORIES OF HENRY JAMES 


broken, at best, and spiritless, but wasn’t Grant-Jackson there 
_ like a beast-tamer in a cage, all tights and spangles and circus at- 
titudes, to give it a cut with the smart official whip and make it 
spring at him? It was during this moment that he fully measured 
the effect for his nerves of the impression made on his so oddly 
earnest friends—whose earnestness he verily, in the spasm of this 
last effort, came within an ace of resenting. They had upset him by 
contact; he was afraid literally of meeting his doom on his knees; 
it wouldn’t have taken much more, he absolutely felt, to make him 
approach with his forehead in the dust the great man whose wrath 
was to be averted. Mr. and Mrs. Hayes of New York had brought 
tears to his eyes, but was it to be reserved for Grant-Jackson to 
make him cry like a baby? He wished, yes, while he palpitated, that 
Mr. and Mrs. Hayes of New York hadn’t had such an eccentricity 
of interest, for it seemed somehow to come from éhem that he was 
going so fast to pieces. Before he turned the knob of the door, how- 
ever, he had another queer instant; making out that it had been, 
strictly, his case that was interesting, his funny power, however 
accidental, to show as in a picture the attitude of others—not his 
poor pale personality. It was this latter quantity, none the less, 
that was marching to execution. It is to our friend’s credit that he 
believed, as he prepared to turn the knob, that he was going to 
be hanged; and it’s certainly not less to his credit that his wife, on 
the chance, had his supreme thought. Here it was that—possibly 
with his last articulate breath—he thanked his stars, such as they 
were, for Mr. and Mrs. Hayes of New York. At least they would 
take care of her. 

They were doing that certainly with some success when he re- 
turned to them ten minutes later. She sat between them in the 
beautified Birthplace, and he couldn’t have been sure afterwards 
that each wasn’t holding her hand. The three together had at any 
rate the effect of recalling to him—it was too whimsical—some pic- 
ture, a sentimental print, seen and admired in his youth, a ‘“‘Wait- 
ing for the Verdict,” a “Counting the Hours,” or something of that 
sort; humble respectability in suspense about humble innocence. 


He didn’t know how he himself looked, and he didn’t care; the d 
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_ great thing was that he wasn’t crying—though he might have been; 
the glitter in his eyes was assuredly dry, though that there was a 
' glitter, or something slightly to bewilder, the faces of the others as 
they rose to meet him sufficiently proved. His wife’s eyes pierced 
his own, but it was Mrs. Hayes of New York who spoke. “Was it 
then for that—?” 
He only looked at them at first—he felt he might now enjoy it. 
_ “Yes, it was for ‘that.’ I mean it was about the way I’ve been going 
on. He came to speak of it.” 
“And he’s gone?” Mr. Hayes permitted himself to enquire. 
“He’s gone.” 
“Tt’s over?” Isabel hoarsely asked. 
“Tt’s over.” 
“Then we go?” 
’ This it was that he enjoyed. “No, my dear; we stay.” 
There was fairly a triple gasp; relief took time to operate. 
“Then why did he come?” 
“Tn the fulness of his kind heart and of Their discussed and de- 
creed satisfaction. To express Their sense—!” 
Mr. Hayes broke into a laugh, but his wife wanted to know. “Of 
the grand work you’re doing?” 
“Of the way I polish it off. They’re most handsome about it. The 
receipts, it appears, speak—” 
He was nursing his effect; Isabel intently watched him and the 
others hung on his lips. “Yes, speak—?” 
“Well, volumes. They tell the truth.” 
At this Mr. Hayes laughed again. “Oh they at least do?” 
-- Near him thus once more Gedge knew their intelligence as one 
_ _-which was so good a consciousness to get back that his tension 
now relaxed as by the snap of a spring and he felt his old face at 
ease. “So you can’t say,” he continued, “that we don’t want it.” 
“T bow to it,” the young man smiled. “It’s what I said then. It’s 
great.” 
“It’s great,” said Morris Gedge. “It couldn’t be greater.” 
His wife still watched him; her irony hung behind. “Then we’re 
just as we were?” 


ee 


pe ter? 
“Better. They ae us a rise.” 
_ “Of income?” 


OF our sweet little stipend—by a vote ot the Committee. That 
what, as Chairman, he came to announce.’ 

The very echoes of the Birthplace were themselves, for the ii 
stant, hushed; the warden’s three companions showed i in the con- — 
oe we scious air a cmuaglé for their own breath. But Isabel, almost with — 
Bus a Shriek, was the first to recover hers. “They double us?” — 
--- “Well—call-it that. ‘In recognition.’ There you are.” Isabel — 

uttered another sound—but this time inarticulate; partly because — 

_ Mrs. Hayes of New York had already jumped at her to kiss her. % 
_ Mr. Hayes meanwhile, as with too much to say, but put out bisa 


4 _ hand, which our friend took in silence. So Gedge had the last word <a 


_ “And there you are!” = 








_ “Every one asks me what I ‘think’ of everything,” said Spencer « 


5 Brydon; “and I make answer as I can—begging or dodging the 
_ question, putting them off with any nonsense. It wouldn’t matter 


_ to any of them really,” he went on, “for,, even were it possible to | 
- meet in that stand-and-deliver way so silly a demand on so big 


a subject, my ‘thoughts’ would still be almost altogether about 
_ something that concerns only myself.? He was talking to Miss 

Staverton, with whom for a couple of months now he had availed 
_ himself of every possible occasion to talk; this disposition and this 
resource, this comfort and support, as the situation in fact pre- 
sented itself, having promptly enough taken the first place in the 
considerable array of rather unattenuated surprises attending his 
3 so strangely belated return to America. Everything was somehow 
so consistently neglected everything, taken pains to give surprises 
7 so much margin for play. He had given them 'more than thirty 
 years—thirty-three, to be exact; and they now seemed to him 
to have organised their performance quite on the scale of that 
licence. He had been twenty-three on leaving New York—he was 
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times, since his repatriation, found himself feeling; in which 

7 case he would have lived longer than is often allotted to man. It 

would have taken a century, he repeatedly said to himself, and 

"said also to Alice Staverton, it would have taken a longer absence 

} and a more averted mind than those even of which he had been 
guilty, to pile up the differences, the newnesses, the queernesses, 

; above all the bignesses, for the better or the worse, that at present 

assaulted his vision wherever he looked. 
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, a surprise; and that might be natural when one had so long and ~ 


fifty-six today: unless indeed he were to reckon as he had some- - 
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The great fact all the while however had been the incalcula- 


bility; since he kad supposed himself, from decade to decade, to 


be allowing, and in the most liberal and intelligent manner, for 


brilliancy of change. He actually saw that he had allowed for noth- 

ing; he missed what he would have been sure of finding, he found 
what he would never have imagined. Proportions and values were 
upside-down;/the ugly things he had expected, the ugly things of 
his far-away youth, when he had too promptly waked up to a sense 
of the ugly+these uncanny phenomena placed him rather, as it 
happened, under the charm; whereas the “swagger” things, the 





modern, the monstrous, the famous things, those he had more par- ~ 


ticularly, like thousands of ingenuous enquirers every year, come 
over to see, were exactly his sources of dismay. They were as so 
many set traps for displeasure, above all for reaction, of which 


his restless tread was constantly pressing the spring. It was inter- _ 


esting, doubtless, the whole show, but it would have been too dis- 
concerting hadn’t a certain finer truth saved the situation. He 
had distinctly not, in this steadier light, come over a// for the mon- 
strosities; he had come, not only in the last analysis but quite on 
the face of the act, under an impulse with which they had nothing 
‘to do. He had come—putting the thing pompously—to look at his 
, “property,” which he had thus for a third of a century not been 
within four’thousand miles of; or, expressing it less sordidly, he 
had yielded to the humour of seeing again his house on the jolly 
corner, as he usually, and quite fondly, described it—the one in 
which he had first seen the light, in which various members of his 
family had lived and had died, in which the holidays of his over- 
schooled boyhood had been passed and the few social flowers of 
his chilled adolescence gathered, and which, alienated then for 


so long a period, had, through the successive deaths of his two © 


brothers and the termination of old arrangements, come wholly 
into his hands. He was the owner of another, not quite so “good” 
—the jolly corner having been, from far back, superlatively ex- 
tended and consecrated; and the value of the pair represented his 
main capital, with an income consisting, in these later years, of 
their respective rents which (thanks precisely to their original ex- 
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cellent type) had never been depressingly low. He could live in 
_“furope,” as he had been in the habit of living, on the product of 
these flourishing New York leases, and all the better since, that of 

the second structure, the mere number in its long row, having 
within a twelvemonth fallen in, renovation at a high advance had 
proved beautifully possible. 

These were items of property indeed, but he had found himself 
since his arrival distinguishing more than ever between them. The 
house within the street, two bristling blocks westward, was al- 
ready in course of reconstruction as a tall mass of flats; he had ac- 
ceded, some time before, to overtures for this conversion—in which, 
now that it was going forward, it had been not the least of his as- 
tonishments to find himself able, on the spot, and though without 
a previous ounce of such experience, to participate with a certain 
intelligence, almost with a certain authority., He had lived his 
life with his back so turned to such concerns and his face addressed 
to those of so different an order that he scarce knew what to make 
of this lively stir, in a compartment of his mind never yet pen- 
etrated, of a. capacity. for_business and a sense for construction.| 

These virtues, so common all round him now, had been dormant 
_in his own organism—where it might be said of them perhaps that 
_ they had slept the sleep of the just. At present, in the splendid 
autumn weather—the autumn at least was a pure boon in the | 
terrible placéhe loafed about his “work” undeterred, secretly 
agitated; not in the least “minding” that the whole proposition, 
as they said, was vulgar and sordid, and ready to climb ladders, 
to walk the plank, to handle materials and look wise about them, 
to ask questions, in fine, and challenge explanations and really 

_ “go into” figures. 

_» It amused, it verily quite charmed him; and, by the same stroke, 

é amused, and even more, Alice Staverton, though perhaps charm- 

ng her perceptibly less. She . wasn’t however going to be better off 
for it, as ke was—and so astonishingly much: nothing was now 
- likely, he knew, ever to make her better off than she found herself, 
in the afternoon of life, as the delicately frugal possessor and ten- 
ant ‘of the small house in Irving Place to which she had subtly 
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If he knew the way to it now better than to any other address 
among the dreadful multiplied numberings which seemed to him 
to reduce the whole place to some vast ledger-page, overgrown, 
fantastic, of ruled and criss-crossed lines and figures—if he had 





managed to cling through her almost unbroken New York career. q 


} 

. 
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formed, for his consolation, that habit, it was really not a little be- 


cause of the charm of his having encountered and recognised, in 


__the vast wilderness of the wholesale, breaking through the mere 


gross generalisation of wealth and force and success, a small still 
scene where items and shades, all delicate things, kept the sharp- 


ness of the notes of a high voice perfectly trained, and where ~ 


economy hung about like the scent of a garden. His old friend lived — 
-with one maid and herself dusted her relics and trimmed her A: 


lamps and polished her silver; she stood off, in the awful modern 


crush, when she could, but she sallied forth and did battle when § 


the challenge was really to “spirit,” the spirit she after all con- 
fessed to, proudly and a little shyly, as to that of the better time, 
that of their common, their quite far-away and antediluvian social 
period and order. She made use of the street-cars when need be, 
the terrible things that people scrambled for as the panic-stricken 
at sea scramble for the boats; she affronted, inscrutably, under 
stress, all the public concussions and ordeals; and yet, with that 
slim mystifying grace of her appearance, which defied you to say 
if she were a fair young woman who looked older through trouble, 
or a fine smooth older one who looked young through successful 
indifference; with her precious reference, above all, to memories 
and histories into which he could enter, she was as exquisite for 
him as some pale pressed flower (a rarity to begin with), and, 


failing other sweetnesses, she was a sufficient reward of his effort. 
They had communities of knowledge, “their knowledge (this dis- 


criminating possessive was always on her lips) of presences of 


the other age, presences all overlaid, in his case, by the experience 
of a man and the freedom of a wanderer, overlaid by pleasure, by 
infidelity, by passages of life that were strange and dim to her, 
just by “Europe” in short, but still unobscured, still exposed and 
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cherished, under that pious visitation of the spirit from which 


she had never been diverted. 

- She had come with him one day to see how his “apartment- 
house” was rising; he had helped her over gaps and explained to 

her plans, and while they were there had happened to have, be- 
fore her, a brief but lively discussion with the man in charge, the 
representative of the building-firm that had undertaken his work. 

He had found himself quite “‘standing-up” to this personage over 

a failure on the latter’s part to observe some detail of one of their 
noted conditions, and had so lucidly urged his case that, besides 
ever so prettily flushing, at the time, for sympathy in his triumph, 

she had afterwards said to him (though to a slightly greater effect 
‘of irony) that he had clearly for too many years neglected a real” 
gift. If he had but stayed at home he would have anticipated the 
inventor of the sky-scraper. If he had but stayed at home he 
would have discovered his genius in time really to start some new. 
variety of awful architectural hare and run it till it burrowed in a 

old-mine. He was to_remember_these_words, while the weeks) — 

elapsed, for the small silver ring they had sounded dedyover the queer- 
est and deepest of his own lately most-disguised and most muf- 
fled vibrations” . . 

1 4 ad begun to be present to him after the first fortnight, it had 
‘broken out with the oddest abruptness, this particular wanton 
wonderment: it met him there—and this was the image under 
which he himself judged the matter, or at least, not a little, thrilled 
and flushed with it—very much as he might have been met by. 
‘some strange figure, some unexpected occupant, at a turn of one 
of the dim passages of an.empty house. The quaint analogy quite__ 
‘hauntingly remained with him, when he didn’t indeed rather im- re 


— 


x 


_ prove it bya still intenser form: that of his opening a door behind \ 
“which he ‘would have made sure of finding nothing, a door intoa \ 
“room shuttered and void, and yet so coming, with a great sup- \ 
"pressed start, on some quite erect confronting presence, something — ) 
planted in the middle of the place and facing him through the ~ 
- dusk. After that visit to the house in construction he walked with 
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his companion to see the other and always so much the better one, 
which in the eastward direction formed one of the corners, the — 

“jolly” one precisely, of the street now so generally dishonoured _ ; 
and disfigured in its westward reaches, and of the comparatively — 
conservative Avenue. The Avenue still had pretensions, as Miss — 
Staverton said, to decency; the old people had mostly gone, the - 
old names were unknown, and here and there an old association — 
seemed to stray, all vaguely, like some very aged person, out too 
late, whom you might meet and feel the impulse to watch or follow, — 
in kindness, for safe restoration to shelter. é 

They went in together, our friends; he admitted himself with his 

key, as he kept no one there, he explained, preferring, for his rea- 
sons, to leave the place empty, under a simple arrangement with 
a good woman living in the neighbourhood and who came for a’ 
daily hour to open windows and dust and sweep. Spencer Brydon 
had his reasons and was growingly aware of them; they seemed to 
him better each time he was there, though he didn’t name them all - 
to his companion, any more than he told her as yet how often, 
how quite absurdly often, he himself came. He only let her see for : 
the present, while they walked through the great blank rooms, 
that absolute vacancy reigned and that, from top to bottom, there . 
was nothing but Mrs. Muldoon’s broomstick, in a corner, to tempt 
the burglar. Mrs. Muldoon was then on the premises, and she lo- 
quaciously attended the visitors, preceding them from room to 
room and pushing back shutters and throwing up sashes—all to 
show them, as she remarked, how little there was to see. There was 
little indeed to see in the great gaunt shell where the main dis- 
positions and the general apportionment of space, the style of 
an age of ampler allowances, had nevertheless for its master their 
honest pleading message, affecting him as some good old servant’s, — 
some lifelong retainer’s appeal for a character, or even for a 
retiring-pension; yet it was also a remark of Mrs. Muldoon’s that, 
glad as she was to oblige him by her noonday round, there was a 
request she greatly hoped he would never make of her. If he should 
wish her for any reason to come in after dark she would just tell — 
him, if he “plased,” that he must ask it of somebody else. 
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The fact that there was nothing to see didn’t militate for the 
‘worthy woman against what one might see, and she put it frankly 
to Miss Staverton that no lady could be expected to like, could 
‘she? “craping up to thim top storeys in the ayvil hours.” The gas 
and the electric light were off the house, and she fairly evoked a 
| gruesome vision of her_ march through the great. erey_rooms—so 
“many of them as there were too! —with her glimmering taper. Miss 
‘Staverton met her honest glare with a smile and the profession 
‘that she herself certainly would recoil from such an adventure. 
Spencer Brydon meanwhile held his peace—for the moment; the 
question of the “evil” hours in his old home had already become 
too grave for him. He had begun some time since to “crape,” and 
he knew just why a packet of candles addressed to that pursuit 
had been stowed by his own hand, three weeks before, at the 
back of a drawer of the fine old sideboard that occupied, as a “fix- 
ture,” the deep recess in the dining-room. Just now he laughed 
at his companions—quickly however changing the subject; for 
‘the reason that, in the first place, his laugh struck him even at 
that moment as starting the odd echo, the conscious human reso- 
. nance (he scarce knew how to qualify it) that sounds made while 
“he was there alone sent back to his ear or his fancy; and that, in 
“the second, he imagined Alice Staverton for the instant on the 


point of asking him, with a divination, if he ever so prowled. There 3 


were divinations he was unprepared for, and he had at all events 
averted enquiry by the time Mrs. Muldoon had left them, passing 
on to other parts. 

_ There was happily enough to say, on so consecrated a spot, 
_ that could be said freely and fairly; so that a whole train of decla- 
_ rations was precipitated by his friend’s having herself broken out, 
after a yearning look round: “But I hope you don’t mean they 
want you to pull this to pieces!” His answer came, promptly, 
with his re-awakened wrath: it was of course exactly what they 
wanted, and what they were “at” him for, daily, with the iteration 
“of people who couldn’t for their life understand a man’s liability 
to decent feelings. He had found the place, just as it stood and 
beyond what he could express, an interest and a joy. There were 
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values other than the beastly rent-values, and in short, in shore i 
But it was thus Miss Staverton took him up. “In short you’re to 5 
make so good a thing of your sky-scraper that, living in luxury on 
- those ill-gotten gains, you can afford for a while to be sentimental 
“here!” Her smile had for him, with the words, the particular mild 
irony with which he found half her talk suffused; an irony with- 
out bitterness and that came, exactly, from her having so much ~ 
imagination—not, like the cheap sarcasms with which one heard 
most people, about the world of “‘society,” bid for the reputation © 
of cleverness, from nobody’s really having any. It was agreeable ~ 
to him at this very moment to be sure that when he had answered, © 
after a brief demur, “Well yes: so, precisely, you may put it!” 
her imagination would still do him justice. He explained that even — 
if never a dollar were to come to him from the other house he 
would nevertheless cherish this one; and he dwelt, further, while 
they lingered and wandered, on the fact of the stupefaction he was _ 
already exciting, the positive mystification he felt himself create. — 
He spoke of the value of all he read into it, into the mere sight © 
of the walls, mere shapes of the rooms, mere sound of the floors, — 
mere feel, in his hand, of the old silver-plated knobs of the several — 
‘mahogany doors, which suggested the pressure of the palms of the — 
dead; the seventy years of the past in fine that these things repre-> 
sented, the annals of nearly three generations, counting his grand- ~ 
father’s, the one that had ended there, and the impalpable ashes — 
of his long-extinct youth, afloat in the very air like microscopic — 
motes. She listened to everything; she was a woman who answered 
intimately but who utterly didn’t chatter. She scattered abroad | 
therefore no cloud of words; she could assent, she could agree, 
above all she could encourage, without doing that. Only at the last 
she went a little further than he had done himself. “And then how ~ 
do you know? You may still, after all, want to live here.” It rather — 
indeed pulled him up, for it wasn’t what he had been thinking, at 
least in her sense of the words. “‘You mean I may decide to stay on 
for the sake of it?” 
“Well, with such a home—!” But, quite beautifully, she had — 
too much tact to dot so monstrous an i, and it was precisely an 
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“illustration of the way she didn’t rattle. How could any one—of: 
_ any wit—insist on any one else’s “wanting” to live in New York? 
_ “Oh,” he said, “I might have lived here (since I had my op- 
f portunity early in life); I might have put in here all these years. 
I pthen everything would have been different enough—and, I dare 
say, ‘funny’ enough. But that’s another matter. And then the 
_ beauty of it—I [ mean ¢ of my perversity, « of my refusal to agree to 
a ‘deal is just_in the total absence of areason. Don’t you see 
' - that | if a had a reason about the matter at all it would ave to be 
} the other way, and would then be inevitably a reason of dollars? 
: There are no reasons here but of dollars: Let us therefore have 
“none whatever—not the ghost of one.’ 
i They were back in the hall then for’ departure, but from where 
they stood the vista was large, through an open door, into the 
_ great square main saloon, with its almost antique felicity of brave 
_ spaces between windows. Her eyes came back from that reach and, 


i met his own a moment. “Are you very sure the ‘ghost’ of one * 


~ doesn’t, much rather, serve—?” 


He had a positive sense of turning pale. But it was as near as | 


£ they were then to come. For he made answer, he believed, between 
a glare and a grin: “Oh ghosts—of course the place must swarm 
with them! I should be ashamed of it if it didn’t. Poor Mrs. Mul- 
. doon’s ge and it’s why I haven’t asked her to do more than 
~ look in.’ 
+ } utter, it was clear, came and went in her mind. She might even 
i for the minute, off there in the fine room, have imagined some 
: ‘element dimly gathering. Simplified like the death-mask of a 
handsome face, it perhaps produced for her just then an effect 
I § akin to the stir of an expression in the “set”? commemorative plas- 
i, ter. Yet whatever her impression may have been she produced 
instead a vague platitude. “Well, if it were only furnished and 
| lived in—!” ' 
_ She appeared to imply that in case of its being still furnished 
he might have been a little less opposed to the idea of a return. 
as she passed straight into the vestibule, as if to leave her words 









Miss Staverton’s gaze again lost itself, and things she didn’t- 
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behind her, and the next moment he had opened the house-door | 
and was standing with her on the steps. He closed the door and, 


while he re-pocketed his key, looking up and down, they took in P 
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the comparatively harsh actuality of the Avenue, which reminded — 
him of the assault of the outer light of the Desert on the traveller _ 
emerging from an Egyptian tomb. But he risked before they — 
stepped into the street his gathered answer to her speech. “For — 
< me it is lived in. For me it is furnished.” At which it was easy for 


her to sigh ““Ah yes—!” all vaguely and discreetly; since his par- 
ents and his favourite sister, to say nothing of other kin, in num- 


bers, had run their course and met their end there. That repre- 


sented, within the walls, ineffaceable life. 


It was a few days after this that, during an hour passed with ~ 
_ her again, he had expressed his impatience of the too flattering — 
curiosity—among the people he met—about his appreciation of — 


New York. He had arrived at none at all that was socially pro- 


ducible, and as for that matter of his “thinking” (thinking the — 
better or the worse of anything there) he was wholly taken up - 


with one-subject of thought. It was mere vain egoism, and it was 
moreover, if she liked, a morbid obsession. He found _aJl things. 


come back to the question of what he personally might have been, — 
how he might have led his life.and “turned out,” if he had not — 
\so, at the outset, given it up.) And confessing for the first time — 


to the intensity within him of this absurd speculation—which but 


proved also, no doubt, the habit of too selfishly thinking—he © 
affirmed the impotence there of any other source of interest, any — 
other native appeal. “What would it have made of me, what would — 
it have made of me? I keep for ever wondering, all idiotically; as _ 
if I could possibly know! I see what it has made of dozens of oth- 
ers, those I meet, and it positively aches within me, to the point of — 


exasperation, that it would have made something of me as well. 


Only I can’t make out what, and the worry of it, the small rage of — 
curiosity never to be satisfied, brings back what I remember to — 


have felt, once or twice, after judging best, for reasons, to burn 


some important letter unopened. I’ve been sorry, I’ve hated it— _ 
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[ve never known what was in the letter. You may of course say 


Bits a trifle—!” 


“T don’t say it’s a trifle,” Miss Staverton gravely interrupted. 
She was seated by her fire, and before her, on his feet and rest- 


_ less, he turned to and fro between this intensity of his idea and a 


_ fitful and unseeing inspection, through his single eye-glass, of the 


dear little old objects on her chimney-piece. Her interruption 


__ made him for an instant look at her harder. “I shouldn’t care if 


you did!” he laughed, howeyer; “and it’s only a figure, at any 


I rate, for the way I now feel. Not to have followed my perverse 





young course—and almost in'the teeth of my father’s curse, as I 


_ may say; not to have kept it up, so, ‘over there,’ from that day to 
_ this, without a doubt or a pang; not, above all, to have liked it, 


to have loved it, so much, loved it, no doubt, with such an abysmal 
conceit of my own preference: some variation from that, I say, 
must have produced some different effect for, my life and for my 
‘form.’ I should have stuck here—if it had been possible; and I 


_ was too young, at twenty-three, to judge, pour deux sous, whether 
it were possible. If I had waited I might have seen it was, and 


then I might have been, by staying here, something nearer to one 


‘of these types who have been hammered so hard and made so 


keen by their conditions. It isn’t that I_admire them so much— 


the question of any charm in them, or of any charm, beyond ‘that 


» 


_ of the rank money-passion, exerted by their conditions for them, 


has nothing to do with the matter: it’s only a question of what 


fantastic, yet perfectly possible, development of my own nature 


‘bi mayn’t have. missed. It comes over me that I had then a strange 


4 alter ego deep down somewhere within me, as the full-blown 


ia flower is in the small tight bud, and that I just took the course, I 


, just Benster¢? him to the climate, that blighted him for once 


and for ever.” 
|} ag “And you routiae about the flower,” Miss Staverton said. “So _ 
do I, if you want to know; and so I’ve been wondering these sev- 
eral eek: if believe in the flower,” she continued, “I eel it would 


_ have been quite splendid, quite huge and monstrous.”» 
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““Monstrous above all!” her visitor echoed; ‘‘and I imagine, by 
the same stroke, quite hideous and offensive.” 

“You don’t believe that,’ she returned; “if you did youd . 
wouldn’t wonder. You’d know, and that would be enough for you. — 
What you feel—and what I ae for you—is that you'd have had © 
power.” 

**You’d have liked me that way?” he asked. 

She barely hung fire. “How should I not have liked you?” 

“T see. You’d have liked me, have preferred me, a billionaire!” 

“How should I not have liked you?” she simply again asked. — 

He stood before her still—her question kept him motionless. 
He took it in, so much there was of it; and indeed his not other- 
wise meeting it testified to that. “I know at least what I am,” he 
simply went on; “the other side of the medal’s clear enough. I’ve — 
not been edifying—I believe I’m thought in a hundred quarters — 
to have been barely decent. I’ve followed strange paths and wor- — 
shipped strange gods; it must have come to you again and again 
—in fact you’ve admitted to me as much—that/ I was leading, at 
any time these. thirty. years,_a. seliish_ frivolous “scandalous life. - 
And you see what it has made of me.’ 
~ She just waited, smiling at him. “You see what it has made of 
me.” = 

“Oh you’re a person whom nothing can have altered. You were 

born to be what you are, anywhere, anyway: you’ve the perfection 
nothing else could have blighted. And don’t you see how, with- 
out my exile, I shouldn’t have been waiting till now—?” But he: | 
pulled up for the strange vane 

“The great thing to see,” she presently said, “seems to me to. 

be that it has spoiled nothing. It hasn’t spoiled your being here 
at last. It hasn’t spoiled this. It hasn’t spoiled your speaking—” — 
She also however faltered. 
He wondered at everything her controlled emotion might mean. 
(“Do you believe then—too dreadfully!—that I am as good as I 
‘might ever have been?” 
“Oh no! Far from it!” With which she got up from her chair 
and was nearer to him. “But I don’t care,” she smiled. 
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oe “You mean I’m good enough?” 
t ‘She considered a little. “Will you believe it if I say so? I mean 
will you let that settle your question for you?” And then as if 
_ making out in his face that he drew back from this, that he had 
some idea which, however absurd, he couldn’t yet bargain away: 
“Oh you don’t care either—but very differently: you don’t care ) } G5 
_ for anything but yourself.” 
Spencer Brydon recognised it—it was in fact what he had ab- 
_ solutely professed. Yet he importantly qualified. “He isn’t myself. 
He’s the just so totally other person. But I do \ want to see him,’ 
_ he added. “And I can. And I shall.” ‘e 
; Their eyes met for a minute while he guessed from something ) 
_ in hers that she divined his strange sense. But neither of them ~ 
otherwise expressed it, and her apparent understanding, with no f 
_ protesting shock, no easy derision, touched him more deeply than — 
~ anything yet, constituting for his stifled perversity, on the spot, 
: an element that was like breatheable air. What she said however 


was unexpected. “Well, /’ve seen him.” 
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“ve seen him in a dream.” 

“Oh a ‘dream’—!” It let him down. 

} 4 “But twice over,” she continued. “I saw him as I see you now.” 
_ “°You’ve dreamed the same dream—?” 

. “Twice over,” she repeated. “The very same.” 

‘.. This did somehow a little speak to him, as it also gratified him. 
'e “You dream about me at that rate?” L 
} | “Ah about kim!” she smiled. 

' His eyes again sounded her. “Then you know all about him.” 


_ And as she said nothing more: ““What’s the wretch like?” 
% She hesitated, and it was as if he were pressing her so hard that, 
resisting for reasons of her own, she had to turn away. “Vil tell 
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you some other time! 
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Ir was after this that there was most of a virtue for him, most — 


of a cultivated charm, most of a preposterous secret thrill, in 
the particular form of surrender to his obsession and of address 


to what he more and more believed to be his privilege. It was what — 
in these weeks he was living for—since he really felt life to begin 


but after Mrs. Muldoon had retired from the scene and, visiting 
the ample house from attic to cellar, making sure he was alone, 
he knew himself in safe possession and, as he tacitly expressed it, 


let himself go. He sometimes came twice in the twenty-four hours; _ 


the moments he liked best were those of gathering dusk, of the | 
short autumn twilight; this was the time of which, again and 
again, he found himself hoping most. Then he could, as seemed to 


‘him, most intimately wander and wait, linger and listen, feel his . 


» fine attention, never in his life before so fine, on the pulse of the 
-great vague place: he preferred the lampless hour and only wished 
he might have prolonged each day the deep crepuscular spell. 


Later—trarely much before midnight, but then for a considerable — 


vigil—he watched with his glimmering light; moving slowly, hold- 
ing it high, playing it far, rejoicing above all, as much as he might, 
in open vistas, reaches of communication between rooms and by 
passages; the long straight chance or show, as he would have 
called it, for the revelation he pretended to invite. It was prac- 
tice he found he could perfectly ‘‘work” without exciting remark; 
no one was in the least the wiser for it; even Alice Staverton, who 
was moreover a well of discretion, didn’t quite fully imagine. 

He let himself in and ‘let himself out with the assurance of calm 
_ proprietorship; and accident so far favoured him that, if a fat 
Avenue “‘officer” had happened on occasion to see him entering at 
eleven-thirty, he had never yet, to the best of his belief, been no- 
ticed as emerging at two. He walked there on the crisp November 


nights, arrived regularly at the evening’s end; it was as easy todo ~ 
this after dining out as to take his way to a club or to his hotel. 
When he left his club, if he hadn’t been dining out, it was osten- _ 
sibly to go to his hotel; and when he left his hotel, if he had spent 
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a part of the evening there, it was ostensibly to go to his club. 
_ Everything was easy in fine; everything conspired and promoted: 
there was truly even in the strain of his experience something 


_ that glossed over, something that salved and simplified, all the 
_ rest of consciousness. He circulated, talked, renewed, loosely and 
_ pleasantly, old relations—met indeed, so far as he could, new ex- 
_ pectations and seemed to make out on the whole that in spite of 


the career, of such different contacts, which he had spoken of to 


Miss Staverton as ministering so little, for those who might have 


watched it, to edification, he was positively rather liked than not. 
He was a dim secondary social success—and all with people who 
had truly not an idea of him. It was all mere surface sound, this 
murmur of their welcome, this popping of their corks—just as his 
gestures of response were the extravagant shadows, emphatic in 
proportion as they meant little, of some game of ombres chinoises. 
He projected himself all day, inthought, straight over_the_bris-. 
tling I line of hard unconscious heads and into_th real, \ 


the he waiting life; the life that, as soon as he had heard behind him 


the click of his great house-door, began for him, on the jolly cor- 


ner, as beguilingly as the slow opening bars of some rich music 


follows the tap of the conductor’s wand. 
He always caught the first effect of the steel point of his stick 


on the old marble of the hall pavement, large black-and-white . 


squares that he remembered as the admiration of his childhood 


and that had then made in him, as he now saw, for the growth of 


an early conception of style. This effect was the dim reverberating © 
tinkle as of some far-off bell hung who should say where?—in the 


_ depths of the house, of the past, of that mystical other world that 


might have flourished for him had he not, for weal or woe, aban- 


_ doned it. On this impression he did ever the same thing; he put 


3 his stick noiselessly away in a corner—feeling the place once more 
in the likeness of some great glass bowl, all precious concave crys- 


tal, set delicately humming by the play of a moist finger round” 
its edge. The concave crystal held, as it were, this mystical other 


world, and the indescribably fine murmur of its rim was the sigh 


_ there, the scarce audible pathetic wail to his strained ear, of all 
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the old baffled forsworn possibilities. What: he did sheugr ores by 
this appeal of his hushed presence was to wake them into such — . 
measure of ghostly life as they might still enjoy. They were shy,~ — 
all but unappeasably shy, but they weren’t really sinister; at least 
they weren’t as he had hitherto felt them—before they had taken 
the Form he so yearned to make them take, the Form he at mo- 
ments saw himself in the light of fairly hunting on tiptoe, the 
points of his evening-shoes, from room to room and from storey to 
storey. . 
That was the essence of his vision—which was all rank folly, — 
if one would, while he was out of the house and otherwise occu- 
pied, but which took’on the last, verisimilitude as soon as he was 4 
placed and posted. He knew what he meant and what he wanted; 
it was as clear as the figure on a cheque presented in demand for _ 
cash. His alter ego ‘“walked”—that was the note of his image of P 
him, while his i image of his motive for his own odd pastime was the 
desire to waylay him and meet him. He roamed, slowly, warily, — 
but all restlessly, he himself did—Mrs. Muldoon had been right, 
absolutely, with her figure of their “craping”; and the presence 
he watched for would roam restlessly too. But it would be as _ 
cautious and as shifty; the conviction « of its probable, in fact its 
already quite sensible, quite audible evasion of pursuit grew for — 
him from night to night, laying on him finally a rigour to which a 
nothing i in his life had been comparable. It had been the theory of 
many superficially-judging persons, he knew, that he was wasting 
that life in a surrender to sensations, but he had tasted of no pleas- 
ure so fine as his actual tension, had been introduced to no sport — 
that demanded at once the patience and the nerve of this stalking 
of a creature more subtle, yet at bay perhaps more formidable, | 
than any. beast of the forest, The terms, the comparisons, “the * very a 
practices of the chase positively came again into play; there were 7 | 
even moments when passages of his occasional experience as a 
sportsman, stirred memories, from his younger time, of moor and ~ 
mountain and desert, revived for him—and to the increase of his, — 
keenness—by the tremendous force of analogy. He found him- — 
self at moments—once he had placed his single light on some man- __ 
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I by " tel-shelf or in some recess—stepping back into shelter or shade, 


| bo effacing himself behind a door or in an embrasure, as he had | 
sought of old the vantage of rock and tree; he found himself hold-\. 
i ing his breath and living in the joy of the instant, the supreme sus- 2 
Pp pense ¢ created by big game alone. ” 
He wasn’t afraid (though putting himself the question as he 
believed gentlemen on Bengal tiger-shoots or in close quarters 
_ with the great bear of the Rockies had been known to confess to 
having put it); and this indeed—since here at least he might be 
 frank!—because of the impression, so intimate and so strange, 
_ that he himself produced as yet a dread, produced certainly a 
. * strain, beyond the liveliest he was likely to feel. They fell for him 
into categories, they fairly became familiar, the signs, for his own 
perception, of the alarm his presence and his vigilance created; 
though leaving him always to remark, portentously, on his prob- 
_ ably having formed a relation, his probably enjoying a conscious-_ 
ness,_ unique in the experience of man. People enough, first and 
‘* Jast, had been in terror of apparitions, but who had ever. before so 
BS _turned_ the tables and become himself, in the fhe apparitional v world, 4 
“an i ‘incalculable terror? He might have found this sublime had he 
quite dared to think of it; but he didn’t too much insist, truly, on 
- that side of his privilege. With habit and repetition he gained to 
an extraordinary degree the power to penetrate the dusk of dis- 
tances and the darkness of corners, to resolve back into their 
innocence the treacheries of uncertain light, the evil-looking forms 
F . taken in the gloom by mere shadows, by accidents of the air, by 
shifting effects of perspective; putting down his dim luminary he 
could still wander on without it, pass into other rooms and, only 
__ knowing it was there behind him in case of need, see his way 
i about, visually project for his purpose a comparative clearness. 
- It made him feel, this acquired faculty, like some monstrous 
_ Stealthy cat; he Wendered if he would have glared at these mo- _ 
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7 ments with large shining yellow eyes, and what it mightn’t verily 
be, for the poor hard-pressed alter ego, to be confronted with such 
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those Mrs. Muldoon had closed, closing them as carefully after- 


wards, so that she shouldn’t notice: he liked—oh this he did like, 
and above all in the upper rooms!—the sense of the hard silver 
of the autumn stars through the window-panes, and scarcely less 
the flare of the street-lamps below, the white electric lustre which 
it would have taken curtains to keep out. This was human actual 
social; this was of the world he had lived in, and he was more 
at his ease certainly for the countenance, coldly general and im- 
personal, that all the while and in spite of his detachment it 
seemed to give him. He had support of course mostly in the rooms 
at the wide front and the prolonged side; it failed him consider- 
ably in the central shades and the parts at the back. But if he 
sometimes, on his rounds, was glad of his optical reach, so none 
“ the less often the rear of the house affected him as the very jungle 


of his prey. The place was there more subdivided; a large “ex-~ 


tension” in particular, where small rooms for servants had been 
multiplied, abounded in nooks and corners, in closets and pas- 
sages, in the ramifications especially of an ample back staircase 
over which he leaned, many a time, to look far down—not de- 


terred from his gravity even while aware that he might, for a 


spectator, have figured some solemn simpleton playing at hide- 
and-seek. Outside in fact he might himself make that ironic rap- 
prochement; but within the walls, and in spite of the clear win- 
dows, his consistency was proof against the cynical light of New 
York. 

It had belonged to that idea of the exasperated consciousness 
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of his victim to become a real test for him;-since he had quiet put 


it to himself from the first that, oh distinctly! he could “cultivate” | 


his whole perception. He had felt it as above all open to culti- 


vation—which indeed was but another name for his manner of | 


spending his time. He was bringing it on, bringing it to perfection, 
by practice; in consequence of which it had grown so fine that 
he was now aware of impressions, attestations of his general pos- 
tulate, that couldn’t have broken upon him at once. This was the 
case more specifically with a phenomenon at last quite frequent 
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takeable, and by a turn dating from a particular hour, his resump- 
tion of his campaign after a diplomatic drop, a calculated absence 
of three nights—of his being definitely followed, tracked at a dis- » 
tance carefully taken and_to the express end that he should-the 
less confidently, less arrogantly, appear _to himself merely to pur- 
sue. It worried, it finally quite broke him up, for it proved, of 
all the conceivable impressions, the one least suited to his book. 
He was kept in sight while remaining himself—as regards the es- 
sence of his position—sightless, and his only recourse then was in 
abrupt turns, rapid recoveries of ground. He wheeled about, re- 
tracing his steps,as if he might so catch in his face at least the 


- stirred air of some other quick revolution. It was indeed true that 


his fully dislocalised thought of these manceuvres recalled to him 
Pantaloon, at the Christmas farce, buffeted and tricked from be- 
hind by ubiquitous Harlequin; but it left intact the influence of 


the conditions themselves each time he was re-exposed to them, 


so that in fact this association, had he suffered it to become con- 
stant, would on a certain side have but ministered to his intenser 
gravity. He had made, as I have said, to create on the premises 
the baseless sense of a reprieve, his three absences; and the result 
of the third was to confirm the after-effect of the second. 

On his return, that night—the night succeeding his last inter- 
mission—he stood in the hall and looked up the staircase with a 
certainty more intimate than any he had yet known. “He’s there, 
at the top, and waiting—not, as in general, falling back for disap- 


3 pearance. He’s holding his ground, and it’s the first time—which 


is a proof, isn’t it? that something has happened for him.” So Bry= 


don argued with his hand on the banister and his foot on the low- 


est stair; in which position he felt as never before the air chilled 
by his logic. He himself turned cold in it, for he seemed of a sud- 
den to know what now was involved. “Harder pressed?—yes, he 
takes it in, with its thus making clear to him that I’ve come, as’ 


they say, ‘to stay.’ He finally doesn’t like and can’t bear it, in the 


sense, I mean, that his wrath, his menaced interest, now balances 
with his dread. I’ve hunted him till he has ‘turned’: that, up 
there, is what has happened—he’s the fanged or the antlered ani- 
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mal brought at last to bay.” There came to him, as I say—but ~ 
determined by an influence beyond my notation!—the acuteness . 
of this certainty; under which however the next moment he had 
broken into a sweat that he would as little have consented to 
attribute to fear as he would have dared immediately to act upon 
it for enterprise. It marked none the less a prodigious thrill, a — 
thrill that represented sudden dismay, no doubt, but also repre- 
sented, and with the selfsame throb, the strangest, the most joy- 
ous, possibly the next minute almost the proudest, ae 
of consciousness. 
“He has been dodging, retreating, hiding, but now, worked up 
to anger, he’ll fight!”—this intense impression made a single 4 
mouthful, as it were, of terror and applause. But what was won- 
drous was that the applause, for the felt fact, was so eager, since, 
if it was his other self he was running to earth, this ineffable 
identity was thus in the last resort not-unworthy.of-him. It bris- 3 
tled there—somewhere near at hand, however unseen still—as 
the hunted thing, even as the trodden worm of the adage must at 
rast bristle; and Brydon at this instant tasted probably of a.sen- 
( sation more complex than had ever. before found itself consistent 
\with. 1 sanity. It was as if it would have shamed him that a charac- 
ter so associated with his own should triumphantly succeed in just __ 
skulking, should to the end not risk the open, so that the drop of 
this danger was, on the spot, a great lift of the whole situation. ‘Yet -* 





fear; so rejoicing that he could, in another death atively inspire S 
> that fear, and simultaneously quaking for the form in which he | 
might passively know it. 

The apprehension of knowing it must after a little have grown 
in him, and the strangest moment of his adventure perhaps, the 
most memorable or really most interesting, afterwards, of his 
crisis, was the lapse of certain instants of concentrated conscious 
combat, the sense of a need to hold on to something, even after the 
manner of a man slipping and slipping on some awful incline; — 
the vivid impulse, above all, to move, to act, to charge, somehow 
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Fr and upon something—to show himself, in a word, that he wasn’t 
* afraid. The state of “holding-on” was thus the state to which he 
was momentarily reduced; if there had been anything, in the great 
ag to seize, he would presently have been aware of having 
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clutched it as he might under a shock at home have clutched the 
43 nearest chair-back. He had been surprised at any rate—of this 
'< he was aware—into something unprecedented since his original 
1% appropriation of the place; he had closed his eyes, held them 
4 tight, for a long minute, as with that instinct of dismay and that 
é terror of vision. When he opened them the room, the other con- 
Bsn rooms, extraordinarily, seemed lighter—so light, almost, 
‘ 43 B that at first he took the change for day. He stood firm, however 
‘ that might be, just where he had paused; his resistance had helped 
; Rigen it was as if there were something he had tided over. He 
ia} knew after a little what this was—it had been in the imminent 
e danger of flight. He had stiffened his will against going; without 
< tips woe thi this he would he would have made for the stairs, ‘§, and it seemed to him that, 
.) still with his eyes closed, he would have descended them, would 
St have ‘known how, straight and swiftly, to the bottom. 
5 Well, as he had held out, here he was—still at the top, among 
& the more intricate upper rooms and with the gauntlet of the oth- - 
ers, of all the rest of the house, still to run when it should be his 
time to go. He would go at his time—only at his time: didn’t he 
a go every night very much at the same hour? He took out his watch 
} —there was light for that: it was scarcely a quarter past one, and 
he had never withdrawn so soon. He reached his lodgings for the 
i most part at two—with his walk of a quarter of an hour. He would 
% wait for the last quarter—he wouldn’t stir till then; and he kept 
his watch there with his eyes on it, reflecting while he held it that 
q this deliberate wait, a wait with an effort, which he recognised, 
would serve perfectly for , for the attestation he desired to make. It 
would prove_ his courage—unless indeed the latter might most be- 
i proved by his budging at last from his place. What he mainly felt 
Le now was that, since he hadn’t originally scuttled, he had his dig- 
- nities—which had never in his life seemed so many—all to pre- 
~ serve and to carry aloft. This was before him in truth as a physi- — 
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cal image, an image almost worthy of an age of greater romance. 2 
That remark indeed glimmered for him only to glow the next in- — 
stant with a finer light; since what age of romance, after all, could 
have matched either the state of his mind or, “objectively,” as 
they said, the wonder of his situation? The only difference would 
have been that, brandishing his dignities over his head as in a 
parchment scroll, he might then—that is in the heroic time—have 
proceeded downstairs with a drawn sword in his other grasp. 

At present, really, the light he had set down on the mantel of © 
the next room would have to figure his sword; which utensil, in _ 
the course of a minute, he had taken the requisite number of steps 
to possess himself of. The door between the rooms was open, and _ 
from the second another door opened to a third. These rooms, as 
he remembered, gave all three upon a common corridor as well, _ 
but there was a fourth, beyond them, without issue save through 
the preceding. To have moved, to have heard his step again, was 
appreciably a help; though even in recognising this he lingered 
once more a little by the chimney-piece on which his light had 
rested. When he next moved, just hesitating where to turn, he 
found himself considering a circumstance that, after his first and 
comparatively vague apprehension of it, produced in him the start 
that often attends some pang of recollection, the violent shock of 
having ceased happily to forget. He had come into sight of the 
door in which the brief chain of communication ended and which 
he now surveyed from the nearer threshold, the one not directly 
facing it. Placed at some distance to the left of this point, it would” 
have admitted him to the last room of the four, the room without 
other approach or egress, had it not, to his intimate conviction, 
been closed since his former visitation, the matter probably of a 
quarter of an hour before. He stared with all his eyes at the won- 
der of the fact, arrested again where he stood and again holding 
his breath while he sounded its sense. Surely it had been subse- 
quently closed—that is it had been on his previous passage in- — 
dubitably open! 

He took it full in the face that something had happened be- 
tween—that he couldn’t not have noticed before (by which he 
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a meant on his original tour of all the rooms that evening) that 
such a barrier had exceptionally presented itself. He had indeed 


since that moment undergone an agitation so extraordinary that 


it might have muddled for him any earlier view; and he tried 


to convince himself that he might perhaps then have gone into 


the room and, inadvertently, automatically, on coming out, have 


drawn the door after him. The difficulty was that this exactly was 
what he never did; it was against his whole policy, as he might 
have said, the essence of which was to keep vistas clear, He had 
them from the first, as he was well aware, quite on the brain: the 
strange apparition, at the far end of one of them, of his baffled 
“prey” (which had become by so sharp an irony so little the 
term now to apply!) was the form of success his imagination had 
most cherished, projecting into it always a refinement of beauty. 
He had known fifty times the start of perception that had after- 
wards dropped; had fifty times gasped to himself “There!” under 


some fond brief hallucination. The house, as the case stood, ad- 


mirably lent itself; he might wonder at the taste, the native ar- 


 chitecture of the particular time, which could rejoice so in the 


multiplication of doors—the opposite extreme to the modern, the 
actual almost complete proscription of them; but it had fairly 


- contributed to provoke this obsession of the presence encountered 
telescopically, as he might say, focussed and studied in diminish- 


ing perspective and as by a rest for the elbow. 

It was with these considerations that his present attention was 
‘charged—they perfectly availed to make what he saw portentous. 
He couldn’t, by any lapse, have blocked that aperture; and if he 
hadn’t, if it was unthinkable, why what else was clear but that 


there had been another agent? Another agent?—he had been catch- 


ing, as he felt, a moment back, the very breath of him; but when 
had he been so close as in this simple, this logical, this completely 
personal act? It was so logical, that is, that one might have taken 
it for personal; yet for what did Brydon take it, he asked himself, 


_ while, softly panting, he felt his eyes almost leave their sockets. 
Ah this time at last they were, the two, the opposed projections of 
- ‘him, in presence; and this time, as much as one would, the question 
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of “danger. loomed. With it rose, as not before, the question ¢ of “cour 


wanes ATR ET 


' \_age—for what he knew the blank face of the door to say to him was 


\ “Show us how much you have!” It stared, it glared ‘back at him 
ath that challenge; it put to him the two alternatives: should he 
just push it open or not? Oh to have this consciousness was to 





think—and to think, Brydon knew, as he stood there, was, with 


the lapsing moments, not to have acted! Not to have acted—that 
was the misery and the pang—was even still not to act; was in 
fact all to feel the thing in another, in a new and terrible way. 


How long did he pause and how long did he debate? There was 
presently nothing to measure it; for his vibration had already 


changed—as just by the effect of its intensity. Shut up there, at 

bay, defiant, and with the prodigy of the thing palpably proveably 

done, thus giving notice like some stark signboard—under that 

accession of accent the situation itself had turned; and Brydon at 
last remarkably made up his mind on what it had turned to. 

It had turned altogether to a different admonition; to a su- 
\preme hint, ~ for him, of the value of ‘Discretion! “This slowly 
dawned, no-doubt—for it could take its time; so perfectly, on his 
threshold, had he been stayed, so little as yet had he either ad- 
vanced or retreated. It was the strangest of all things that now 

_when, by his taking ten steps and applying his hand to a latch, or 
even his shoulder and his knee, if necessary, to a panel, all the 


hunger of his prime need might have been met, his high curiosity — 


crowned, his unrest assuaged—it was amazing, but it was also 
exquisite and rare, that insistence should have, at a touch, quite 
dropped from him. Discretion—he jumped.at that; and yet not, 
‘verily, at such a pitch, because it saved ‘his nerves « or his skin, but 
because, much more valuably, it saved the situation. When I say 
he “jumped” at it I feel the consonance of this term with the fact 
that—at the end indeed of I know not how long—he did move 
again, he crossed straight to the door. He wouldn’t touch it—it 
seemed now that he might if he would: he would only just wait 
there a little, to show, to prove, that he wouldn’t. He had thus an- 
other station, close to the thin partition by which revelation was 


denied him; but with his eyes bent and his hands held off ina mere- — 
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~ intensity of stillness. He listened as if there had been something to. 
% hear, but this attitude, while it lasted, was his own communication. 
_ “If you won’t then—good: I spare you and I give up. You affect 
Fi me as by the appeal positively for pity: you_convince me that 
- for reasons rigid and sublime—what do I know?—we both of us 
should have suffered. I respect them then, and, though moved and 
_ privileged ‘as, 1 believe, it has never been given to man, I retire, 
_ I renounce—never, on my honour, to.try.again..So rest for ever— 
Rand tet mel” —— 
——— 

_ That, for Brydon was the deep sense of this last demonstration 
. —solemn, measured, directed, as he felt it to be. He brought it to 
a close, he turned away; and now verily he knew how deeply he 
had been stirred. He retraced his steps, taking up his candle, 
burnt, he observed, well-nigh to the socket, and marking again, 
_ lighten it as he would, the distinctness of his footfall; after which, 
* in a moment, he knew himself at the other side of the house. He 
did here what he had not yet done at these hours—he opened half 
a casement, one of those in the front, and let in the air of the 
_ night; a thing he would have taken at any time previous for a 
. sharp rupture of his spell.\His spell was broken now, and it didn’t 
ie troken by his concession and his surrender, which made 


__ it idle henceforth that he should ever come back.|The empty street 


_ —its other life so marked even by the great lamplit vacancy—was 
~ within call, within touch; he stayed there as to be in it again, high 
_ above it though he was still perched; he watched as for some com- 
forting common fact, some vulgar human note, the passage of a 
‘scavenger or a thief, some night-bird however base. He would have 
blessed that sign of life; he would have welcomed positively the 
‘slow approach of his friend the policeman, whom he had hitherto 
only sought to avoid, and was not sure that if the patrol had come 
into sight he mightn’t have felt the impulse to get into relation with 
it, to hail it, on some pretext, from his fourth floor. 
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‘ing, the explanation that would have saved his dignity and kept 
his name, in such a case, out of the papers, was not definite to him: 
he was so occupied with the thought of recording his Discretion— 
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The pretext that wouldn’t have been too silly or too compromis- © 
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as an effect of the vow he had just uttered to his intimate adversary ~ 
—that the importance of this loomed large and something had 
overtaken all ironically his sense of proportion. If there had been 
a ladder applied to the front of the house, even one of the vertigi- : 
nous perpendiculars employed by painters and roofers and some- ~~ 
times left standing overnight, he would have managed somehow, ¥ 
astride of the window-sill, to compass by outstretched leg and ~ 
arm that mode of descent. If there had been some such uncanny 
thing as he had found in his room at hotels, a workable fire-escape 
in the form-of notched cable or a canvas shoot, he would have 
availed himself of it as a proof—well, of his present delicacy. © 
He nursed that sentiment, as the question stood, a little in vain, . 
and even—at the end of he scarce knew, once more, how long— 
found it, as by the action on his mind of the failure of response of 
the outer world, sinking back to vague anguish. It seemed to him 
he had waited an age for some stir of the great grim hush; the 
life of the town was itself under a spell—so unnaturally, up and 
down the whole prospect of known and rather ugly objects, the 
blankness ‘and the silence lasted. Had they ever, he asked himself, 

\ the hard-faced houses, which had begun to look livid i in the dim | 2 
dawn, had they ever spoken so little to any need of his spirit? 
‘Great builded voids, great crowded stillnesses put on, often, in 
the heart of cities, for the small hours, a sort of sinister mask, and — 
it was of this large collective negation that Brydon presently be- 
came conscious—all the more that the break of day was, almost 
incredibly, now at hand, proving to him what a night he had ~ 
made of it. t 

He looked again at his watch, saw what had become of his time- 
values (he had taken hours for minutes—not, as in other tense 
situations, minutes for hours) and the strange air of the streets — 
was but the weak, the sullen flush of a dawn in which everything — 
was still locked up. His choked appeal from his own open window 
had been the sole note of life, and he could but break off at last — 
as for a worse despair. Yet while so deeply demoralised he was 
capable again of an impulse denoting—at least by his present 

\measure—extraordinary resolution; of retracing his steps to the 
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_ spot where he had turned cold with the extinction of his last pulse 
_ of doubt as to there being in the place another presence than his 

own. This required an effort strong enough to sicken him; but he 
had his reason, which over-mastered for the moment everything 

_ else. There was the whole of the rest of the house to traverse, and 

f how should he screw himself to that if the door he had seen closed 
“ywere at present open? He could hold to the idea that the closing 

/had practically been for him an act of mercy, a chance offered him 
to descend, depart, get off the ground and never again profane it. 
_ This conception held together, it worked; but what it meant for 

him depended now clearly on the amount of forbearance his recent 
action, or rather his recent inaction, had engendered. The image 
of the “presence,” whatever it was, waiting there for him ‘to go 
_ —this image had not yet been so concrete for his nerves as when 
he stopped short of the point at which certainty would have come 
to him. For, with all his resolution, or more exactly with all his 
_ dread, he did stop short—he hung back from really seeing. The 

"risk was too great and his fear too definite: it took at this moment 

i: awful specific form. 

Ta He knew—yes, as he had never known anything—that, should 
~ he see the door open, it would all too abjectly be the end of him. 

It would mean that the agent of his shame—for his shame was the 
deep abjection—was once more at large and in general possession; 
and what glared him thus in the face was the act that this would 
determine for him. It would send him straight about to the window 

he had left open, and by that window, be long ladder and dangling 
rope as absent as they would, he saw himself uncontrollably in- 
 sanely fatally take his way to the street. The hideous chance of 
this he at least could avert; but he could only avert it by recoiling 
in time from assurance. He had the whole house to deal with, this 
= fact was still there; only he now knew that uncertainty alone 
could start him. He stole back from where he had checked himself 
_ —merely to do so was suddenly like safety—and, making blindly _ 
for the greater staircase, left gaping rooms and sounding passages 
behind. Here was the top of the stairs, with a fine large dim de- 
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§ scent and three spacious landings to mark off. His instinct was all 
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for rilldiess: but his feet were harsh on the floors, and, strangely, — 
when he had in a couple of minutes become aware of this, it 


counted somehow for help. He couldn’t have spoken, the tone of 


his voice would have scared him, and the common conceit or re- 


source of “whistling in the dark” (whether literally or figura- — 
tively) have appeared basely vulgar; yet he liked none the less _ 
to hear himself go, and when he had reached his first landing—tak- q 
ing it all with no rush, but quite steadily—that stage of success — 


drew from him a gasp of relief. 


The house, withal, seemed immense, the scale of space again 
inordinate; the open rooms to no one of which his eyes deflected, — 
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gloomed in their shuttered state like mouths of caverns; only the ~ 


high skylight that formed the crown of the deep well created for — 


him a medium in which he could advance, but which might have 


been, for queerness of colour, some watery under-world. He tried — 


to think of something noble, as that his property was really grand, 


\_a splendid possession; but this nobleness took the form too of the " 
> clear delight with which he was finally to sacrifice it. They might _ 
uf come. it in_now, the builders, the. destroyers-—they might come as Ye 
soon as they would. At the end of two flights he had dropped to 


another zone, and from the middle of the third, with only one more 
left, he recognised the influence of the lower windows, of half- 


drawn blinds, of the occasional gleam of street-lamps, of the glazed — 


spaces of the vestibule. This was the bottom of the sea, which 


showed an illumination of its own and which he even saw paved — 


—when at a given moment he drew up to sink a long look over the 
banisters—with the marble squares of his childhood. By that time 
indubitably he felt, as he might have said in a commoner cause, 


i 


A 


better; it had allowed him to stop and draw breath, and the ease 3B 
increased with the sight of the old black-and-white slabs. But what _ 
he most felt was that now surely, with the element of impunity _ 


pulling him as by hard firm hands, the case was settled for what he 


might have seen above had he dared that last look. The closed ; 


door, blessedly remote now, was still closed—and he had only in 4 


short to reach that of the house. aes 


He came down further, he crossed the passage forming the ac- 
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es 


i Peas almost for the sharpness of the thrill of assured escape: It 
i made him shut his eyes—which opened | again to the straight slope 
_ of the remainder of the stairs. Here was impunity still, but im- 
_ punity almost excessive; inasmuch as the side-lights and the high 
+ fan-tracery of the entrance ‘were glimmering straight into the hall; 
an appearance produced, he the next instant saw, by the fact that 
the vestibule gaped wide, that the hinged halves of the inner door 
__ had been thrown far back. Out of that again the question sprang 
at him, making his eyes, as he felt, half-start from his head, as 
aed had done, at the top of the house, before the sign of the other 
door. If he had left that one open, hadn’t he left this one closed, 
and wasn’t he now in most immediate presence of some inconceiv- 
able occult activity? It was as sharp, the question, as a knife in 
2 his side, but the answer hung fire still and seemed to lose itself in 
- the vague darkness to which the thin admitted dawn, glimmering 

4 archwise over the whole outer door, made a semicircular margin, 


- a cold silvery nimbus that seemed to play a little as he looked—__ 


_ to shift and expand and contract. 
2 It was as if there had been something within it, protected by 
a indistinctness and corresponding in extent with the opaque sur- 
_ face behind, the painted panels of the last barrier to his escape, 
§ of which the key was in his pocket. The indistinctness mocked him 
even while he stared, affected him as somehow shrouding or chal- 
_ lenging certitude, so that after faltering an instant on his step he 
‘let himself go with the sense that here was at last something to 
3 meet, to touch, to take, to know—something all unnatural and 
: ‘dreadful, but to advance upon which was the condition for him 
either of liberation or of supreme defeat. The penumbra, dense 
and dark, was ‘the virtual screen of a figure which stood in it as 
still as some image erect in a niche or as some black-vizored senti- 
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; ‘nel guarding a treasure. Brydon was to know afterwards, was to__ 


mer recall and make out, the particular thing he had believed during 
= the rest of his descent. He saw, in its great grey glimmering mar- 
_ gin, the central vagueness diminish, and he felt it to be taking the 
& very form toward which, for so many days, the passion of his curi- 
* 





“cess to the last flight; and if here again he stopped an instant it~ 
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osity had yearned. It gloomed, it loomed, it was something, it was 
somebody, the prodigy of a personal presence. 

* Rigid and conscious, spectral yet human, a man of his own sub- 
stance and stature waited there to measure himself with his power 
to dismay. This only could it be—this only till he recognised, with 
his advance, that what made the face dim was the pair of raised 
hands that covered it and in which, so far from being offered in 


defiance, it was buried as for dark deprecation. So Brydon, before 


him, took him in; with every fact of him now, in the higher light, 
hard and aout planted stillness, his vivid truth, his grizzled 
bent head and white masking hands, his queer actuality of evening- 


_ dress, of dangling double eye-glass, of gleaming silk lappet and © 


white linen, of pearl button and gold watch-guard and polished 
shoe. No portrait by a great modern master could have presented 


him with more intensity, thrust him out of his frame with more 


art, as if there had been “treatment,” of the consummate sort, in 
his every shade and salience. The revulsion, for our friend, had 
become, before he knew it, immense—this drop, in the act of ap- 
prehension, to the sense of his adversary’s inscrutable manceuvre. 

That meaning at least, while he gaped, it offered him; for he could 
but gape ats other_self.in_this other anguish, pape as a proot 
that he, stan ing ; there for the a achieved, the enjoyed, the trium- 
phant, life, couldn’t be.faced.in his triumph. Wasn’t the proof in 
the splendid covering hands, strong and completely spread?—so 
spread and so intentional that, in spite of a special verity that 
surpassed every other, the fact that one of these hands had lost 


two fingers, which were reduced to stumps, as if accidentally shot : 


away, the face was effectually guarded and saved. 

“Saved,” though, would it be?—Brydon breathed his wonder 
till the very impunity of his attitude and the very insistence of his 
eyes produced, as he felt, a sudden stir which showed the next 
instant as a deeper portent, while the head raised itself, the be- 
trayal of a braver purpose. The hands, as he looked, began to 
move, ‘to open; then, as if deciding in a flash, dropped from the 


face and left it uncovered and presented. Horror, with the sight, 
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had leaped into Brydon’s throat, gasping there in a sound he 
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B coulda’t utter; for the bared identity was too hideous as his, and — 
his glare was the passion ‘of his protest. The face, that face, Spen- 
cer Brydon’s?—he searched it still, but looking away from it in 
_ dismay and denial, falling straight from his height of sublimity. 
It was unknown, inconceivable, awful, disconnected from any pos- 
_ sibility—! He had been “sold,” he inwardly moaned, stalking such 
_ game as this: the presence before him was a presence, the horror 
_ within him a horror, but the waste of his nights hac had been only gro- 


tesque and the success of his adventure an irony. Such a an identity 


fitted his at no point, made its ‘alternative monstrous. A thousand 
times yes, as it came upon him nearer now—the face was the face 
_ of a stranger. It came upon him nearer now, quite as one of those ; 
“expanding fantastic images projected by the magic lantern of 
childhood; for the stranger, whoever he might be, evil, odious, 
blatant, vulgar, had advanced as for aggression, and he knew 
himself give ground. Then harder pressed still, sick with the force 
, of his shock, and falling back as under the hot breath and the 
roused passion of a life larger than his own, a rage of personality 
before which his own collapsed, he felt the whole vision turn to 
darkness and his very feet give way. His head went round; he 


_ was going; he had gone. 


Ill 


q Wuat had next brought him back, clearly—though after how 
' Jong?—was Mrs. Muldoon’s voice, coming to him from quite near, 
from so near that he seemed presently to see her as kneeling on 
the ground before him while he lay looking up at her; himself not 
- wholly on the ground, but half-raised and ephield- conscious, yes, 
of tenderness of support and, more particularly, of a head pillowed 
in extraordinary softness and faintly refreshing fragrance. He con- 
sidered, he wondered, his wit but half at his service; than another — 
face intervened, bending more directly over him, and he finally 
knew that Alice Staverton had made her lap an ample and perfect 
cushion to him, and that she had to this end seated herself on the 
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lowest as of the staircase, the rest of his long person ronan a 3 


ing stretched on his old black-and-white slabs. They were cold, 
these marble squares of his youth; but Ze somehow was not, in 


this rich return of consciousness—the most wonderful hour, little © S 
by little, that he had ever known, leaving him, as it did, so grate- _ 


fully, so abysmally passive, and’ yet as with a treasure of intelli- 
gence waiting all round him for quiet appropriation; dissolved, 
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he might call it, in the air of the place and producing the golden 


glow of a late autumn afternoon. He had come back, yes—come 
back from further away than any man but himself had ever trav- 
elled; but it was strange how with this sense what he had come 
back ¢o seemed really the great thing, and as if his prodigious 
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journey had been all for the sake of it. Slowly but surely his con- % 


sciousness grew, his vision of his state thus completing itself: he 
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had been miraculously carried back—lifted and carefully borne _— 


as from where he had been picked up, the uttermost end of an in- 
terminable grey passage. Even with this he was suffered to rest, 
and what had now brought him to knowledge was the break in 
the long mild motion. 
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It had brought him to knowledge, to knowledge—yes, this was * 


the beauty of his state; which came to resemble more and more 


that of a man who has gone to sleep on some news of a great in- ‘s 


heritance, and then, after dreaming it away, after profaning it with 


46 


. matters strange to it, has waked up again to serenity of certi- — 


tude and has only to lie and watch it grow. This was the drift of 


‘= 


his patience—that he had only to let it shine on him. He must _ 
moreover, with intermissions, still have been lifted and borne; 


since why and how else should he have known himself, later on, 


with the afternoon glow intenser, no longer at the foot of his 
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stairs—situated as these now seemed at that dark other end of his 


tunnel—but on a deep window-bench of his high saloon, over 


which had been spread, couch-fashion, a mantle of soft stuff lined ‘ ; 


with grey fur that was familiar to his eyes and that one of his 


hands kept fondly feeling as for its pledge of truth. Mrs. Mul- 


_ doon’s face had gone, but the other, the second he had recognised, 


hung over him in a way that showed how he was still propped and — 
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pillowed. He tok it all in, and the more he took it the more it 
seemed to suffice: he was as much at peace as if he had had food 
‘and drink. It was the two women who had found him, on Mrs. 
-Muldoon’s having plied, at her usual hour, her Ratcleokey ata on 
her having above all arrived while Miss Staverton still lingered 
‘near the house. She had been turning away, all anxiety, from 
worrying the vain bell-handle—her calculation having been of 
-the hour of the good woman’s visit; but the latter, blessedly, had 
“come up while she was still there, and they had entered together. 
He had then lain, beyond the vestibule, very much as he was 
‘lying now—quite, that is, as he appeared to have fallen, but all 
so wondrously without bruise or gash; only in a depth of stupor. 
‘What he most took in, however, at present, with the steadier clear- 
“ance, was that Alice Staverton had for a long unspeakable moment 
‘not doubted he was dead. 
_ “Tt must have been that I was.” He made it out as she held him. 
“Yes—l can only have died. You brought me literally to life. 
Only, Pee . wondered, his eyes 1 rising to her, “only, in the name of 
all the benedictions, how?” 
_ It took her but an instant to bend her face and kiss him, and 
something in the manner of it, and in the way her hands clasped 
_and locked his head while he felt the cool charity and virtue of 
her lips, something in all this beatitude somehow answered every- 
“And now I keep you,” she said. 
_ “Oh keep me, keep me!” he pleaded while her face still hung 
“over him: in response to which it dropped again and stayed close, 
-clingingly close. It was the seal of their situation—of which he 
_ tasted the impress for a long blissful moment in silence. But he 
_came back. “Yet how did you know—?” 
_ “J was uneasy. You were to have come, you remember—and you 
_ had sent no word.” 
_ “Yes, I remember—I was to have gone to you at one today.” 
: Tt caught on to their “old” life and relation—which were so near 
and so. far. “I was still out there in my strange darkness—where 
_ was it, what was it? I must have stayed there so long.” He could 
but wonder at the depth and the duration of his swoon. 
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“Since last night?” she asked with a shade of fea for her po 


sible indiscretion. 
“Since this morning—it must ie: been: the cold dim dana 
of today. Where have I been,” he vaguely wailed, “where have I 
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been?” He felt her hold him close, and it was as if this helped him 9 


now to make in all security his mild moan. “What a long dark ~ 
day!” 


1a 


All in her tenderness she had waited a moment. “In the cold dim f! 


dawn?” she quavered. 


But he had already gone on piecing together the parts of the 4 


whole prodigy. ‘As I didn’t turn up you came straight—?” 

She barely cast about. “I went first to your hotel—where they — 
told me of your absence. You had dined out last evening and 
hadn’t been back since. But they appeared to know you had been 
at your club.” 

“So you had the idea of this—?” 

“Of what?” she asked in a moment. 

“Well—of what has happened.” 


a 


“I believed at least you’d have been here. I’ve known, all 4 


along,” she said, “that you’ve been coming.” 
““Known’ it—?” ( 


“Well, I’ve believed it. I said nothing to you after that talk we 4 


had a month ago—but I felt sure. I knew you would,” she de- 
clared. 

“That Id persist, you mean?” F 

bat you'd see bjm.” 
acy on awful beast; whom I brought, too hort oa 
bay. But_it’s not me.’ 


t 


Ce 
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At this she bent over him again, and her eyes were in his eyes. — 
“No—it’s not you.” And it was as if, while her face hovered, he — 


might have made out in it, hadn’t it been so near, some particular 


meaning blurred by a smile. ‘““No, thank heaven,” she repeated— 


“it’s not you! Of course it wasn’t to have been.” 


“Ah but it was,” he gently insisted. And he stared before him 


ae ala ieee 
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“now as he had been staring for so many weeks. “I was to have 
“known nown myself.” CYS tear a 
-: “You couldn’t!” she returned consolingly. And then reverting, 
and as if to account further for what she had herself done, “But 
‘it wasn’t only that, that you hadn’t been at home,” she went on. 
gy waited till the hour at which we had found Mrs. Muldoon that 
_ day of my going with you; and she arrived, as I’ve told you, while, 
failing to bring any one to the door, I lingered in my despair on 
‘the steps. After a little, if she hadn’t come, by such a mercy, I 
should have found means to hunt her up. But it wasn’t,” said Alice 
‘Staverton, as if once more with her fine intention—“it wasn’t 
- only that.” 
__ His eyes, as he lay, turned back to her. “What more then?” 
She met it, the wonder she had stirred. “In the cold dim dawn, 
_ you say? Well, in the cold dim dawn of this morning I too saw 
_-you..” 
~ “Saw me—?” 
: “Saw him,” said Alice Staverton. “It must have been at the same 
" moment.” 
' He lay an instant taking it in—as if he Wiched to be quite rea- 
sonable. “At the same moment?” 
_ “Yes—in my dream again, the same one I’ve named to you. ue 
e back to me. Then I knew it for a sign. He had come to you.” 
fr , At this Brydon raised himself; he had to see her better. She 
helped him when she understood his movement, and he sat up, 
&: steadying himself beside her there on the window-bench ae with 
Pais right hand grasping her left. “He didn’t come to me.’ 
3 “You came to yourself,” she beautifully smiled. 
. “Ah I’ve come to myself now—thanks to you, dearest. But 
- this brute, with his awful face—this brute’s a black stranger._He’s 
"none of me, even as 1 might have been,’ Brydon sturdily de- 
-clared. 
: ‘But she kept the clearness that was like the breath of infalli- 


. 


4 pity. “Tsn’t_the whole point that_you’d have been different?” 


- He almost scowled for it. “As different as ¢/ that—? ie 
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Her look again was more beautiful to him than the things of 
this world. “Haven’t you nae wanted to aot how different? — 


So this morning,” she said, ‘““you appeared to me.’ nae § 
“Like him?” 4 
“A black stranger!” 3 
“Then how did you know it was I?” 4g 
13 ag 

Because, as I told you weeks ago, my mind, my imagination, j 
q 


had worked so over what you might, what you mightn’t have — 
been—to show you, you see, how I’ve thought of you. In the midst — 4 
of that you came to me—that my wonder might be answered. So — 
I knew,” she went on; “and believed that, since the question held E 
you too so fast, as you told me that day, you too would see for ° 
yourself. And when this morning I again saw I knew it would be F 
because you _ had—and also then, from the first moment, ~ be- & 
cause you. somehow wanted me. He seemed to tell me of ‘that. 4 
So why,” she strangely smiled, “shouldn’t I like him?” 
‘It brought Spencer Brydon to his feet. “You ‘like’ that hor- 
ror—?” 
“T could have liked him. And to me,” she said, “he was no hae 
ror. I had accepted him.” 
“““Accepted’—?” Brydon oddly sounded. 
“Before, for the interest of his difference—yes. And as J didn’t 4 
disown him, as J knew him—which you at last, confronted with | 
him in his difference, so cruelly didn’t, my dear—well, he must — 
have been, you see, less dreadful to me. And it may have pleased 4 
him that I pitied him.” ; 
She was beside him on her feet, but still holding his hand still 
with her arm supporting him. But though it all brought for him x 
thus a dim light, “You ‘pitied’ him?” he grudgingly, resentfully — 
asked. “ 
“Fle has been unhappy; he has been ravaged,” she said. : 
“And haven’t I been unhappy? Am not I—you’ve only to look a 
at me!—ravaged?” 2 
“Ah I don’t say I like him better,” she granted after a thought. a 
“But he’s grim, he’s worn—and things have happened to him. : 
He doesn’t make shift, for sight, with your charming monocle.” 
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“But Ase dan't you.” 
\nd he isn’t—no, he isn’t— ol? she murmured as he drew 
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